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"Two children in two neighbour villages 
Playing mad pranks along the heathy leas ; 
Two graves grass-green beside a gray church-tower, 
Wash'd with still rains and daisy-blossom'd ; 
Two children in one hamlet bom and bred ; 
So runs the round of life from hour to hour. " 

— Tennyson. 
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PREFACE. 




N committing this little volume to the 
public, originally written in the French 
by MadUe. de Tlsle, I trust that the 
beautiful exaijiples of charity set forth in its 
simple story may speak for it, and render it 
pleasing as well as profitable to the young, for 
whom it is specially intended. If it in any way 
serves to teach the great moral lesson of love to 
all mankind, or to show the " power of littles,'* 
and how much may be done in our daily life to 
lighten the cares and sorrows of others by each 
one of us, even the smallest and humblest, my 
task will not have been in vain. 

W. T. 
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PROLOGUE. 

■ WO beautiful angels one day met in 
their flight towards earth. 

"Where are you going, sister?" 
asked one. 

" I am going to watch over a little infant who 
has just been bom in one of the poorest homes 
in England." 

"And I am intrusted with the charge of a 
smiling babe, who has come into life in a noble 
castle, in the midst of wealth and luxury." 

" Your mission is a. difficult one, sister : riches 
and wealth have many troubles." 

" Has poverty less, do you think ? " 

" We shall see, my sister," and raising her 
wings the angel flew rapidly towards a splendid 
castle. 



CHAPTER I. 




" Two destinies, converging to one end, 
The glorious issue of all human labour ; 
Where in harmonious union, softly blend. 
The praise of God, the profit of our neighbour. 

" Each has her crown, of earthly laurels here, 
Gathered and woven by the hand of mortals ; 
And when the spirit city's towers appear, 
Dropp'd on her brow by angels at the portals." 

|LL was rejoicing in the beautiful castle of 
Clifden, and the news of the birth of a 
first child was received with delight 
In a large room, where the rich hangings of sea- 
green silk admitted a soft and dehcate light, the 
beautiful young Lady Clifford smiled on her first-bom. 
The child slept softly in its cradle of silk and lace, 
whilst the mother dreamed of all the happiness this 
young creature would bring to her. 

A few miles from the Castle stood a humble cottage, 
one of the poorest in the village. The wind blew in 
at the broken window upon the miserable bed of 
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stiaw, with its coarse blankets, which sheltered the ua- 
fertunate little girl who had just seen the light The 
father frowned as he looked at her : he only thought 



it was another mouth to feed, an eighth child to clothe 
and to educate, and he asked himself if the exertions 
of one human being were sufGcient to meet all those 
heavy chaiges. 

The brothers and sisters did not receive, with any 
great feelings of pleasure, the innocent little new-comer, 
on whom all the thoughts and care of the mother 
seemed to be concentrated : she atone opened hei 
heart to the forlorn little one. 

On the same day ! the infant of the Lady Clifford, 
and that of Eliza Grant, were carried to the village 
church to be baptized. A beautifiil lady, magnifi- 
cently dressed, held in her arms the little daughter 
of the Cliffords, clad in a robe of blue cashmere j 
while a poor gardener's wife presented the peasant's 
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child, in its coarse woollen shawl. And yet, the souls 
of those two children had the same divine origin. An 
angel as beautiful, as pure, and as holy, watched over 
each and protected them with his wings. 

The children grew : Beatrice Clifford surrounded by 
wealth and luxury ; Gertrude Grant in the midst of 
poverty, which was greatly increased by the death of 
her father. The widow, always suffering and worn- 
out with work, was obliged to depend entirely on the 
exertions of her eldest son, the only one of all her 
family who could as yet gain a livelihood. He already 
earned good wages as a gardener, which were suffi- 
cient to supply the frugal wants of the household ; and 
Simon very soon found himself the head of the family. 

Unfortunately Simon Grant had not the necessary 
qualities to exercise this authority, placed in his hands 
by the death of his father, agreeably and kindly : he 
often abused it, and his young brothers and sisters 
obeyed him without loving him, and even his mother 
could not speak to him and consult him as she would 
like to have done. Gertrude suffered more than any 
of the others from the unkindness of her eldest brother; 
and finding neither affection nor comfort from her 
brothers and sisters, she lavished all the tenderness 
of her loving nature upon her mother, whom she re- 
sembled both in character and features. 
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By and by the widow's children were all employed 
according to their ages and dispositions : the elder 
ones, save Simon, were employed on the soirounding 
iaims, and the others were learning trades which 
would sooner or later enable them to live. 

As soon as Gertrude was nine years old, she was 
sent to a neighbour, who occupied her in keeping the 
birds off the fields : she was not paid, but the neigh- 
bour fed her, and this alwa3rs helped to lighten the 
burden at home. In spite of all her efforts, the poor 
widow very soon felt that she was growing weaker 
every day, and that the time was very near when she 
must say farewell to her children. She hid her suffer- 
ings as long as possible, especially for the sake of 
Gertrude, whose affectionate heart would so keenly 
feel the grief of this inevitable separation. But 
the time came when the disease conquered her will, 
and she stretched herself on her bed to rise no 
more. 

One morning, as Gertrude was leaving the house 
to go to the fields, her mother called her. 

" Do not go out to-day, my daughter," she said ; 
"for if you go, I fear I shall never see you again." 

Gertrude looked at her mother anxiously, and 
frightened at seeing her poor thin face so white and 
altered, fell sobbing on the bed. 
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" Do not cry, my daughter," said the mother, taking 
hold of her hand, " the good God wishes me to go to 
Him. Let His will be done ! I will watch over you 
when I am. with the angels." 

Then half raising herself, she took from below her 
pillow a small silken purse, and with a sorrowful smile, 
placed it in the hands of her daughter. 

"There are twenty-five shillings in this little purse," 
said she : " I have saved them, penny after penny, 
since your birth, to buy a dress for the day of your 
confirmation. Hide our little treasure well ; it is the 
last gift of your mother." 

She tried to support herself on her daughter's 
shoulder, who embraced and caressed her with many 
tears. 

Some minutes later, the good clergyman of the 
village, called in all haste by a neighbour, came to 
pray with the dying woman, and Simon, who had gone 
to warn his brothers and sisters of their mother's 
danger, entered the chamber of death. The mother 
was quite calm and resigned, and addressed many 
aflfectionate words to each of her children. Then 
they all knelt, and the voice of the minister was 
raised in earnest prayer to God to be with this 
pDgrim, who was about to enter the valley of the 
shadow of death, that she might fear no evil 



8 



THE gTORY OF TWO LIVE? 



Poor Gerty scarcely heard the solemn words : she 
still remained sobbing at the foot of her mother's 
bed, as if her little heart would break, and when at 
length she raised her head, the only being on earth 
that loved her had gone to her home in heaven 1 




CHAPTER II. 



«• All is of God I If He but wave His hand, 

The mists oollecti the rains fall thick and loud ; 
Till with a smile of light from sea and landt 
Lo I He looks back from the departing cloud. 

** Angels of Life and Death alike are His ; 

Without His leave, they pass no threshold o'er; 
Who, then, would wrish or dare, believing this. 
Against His messengers to shut the door ? " 

•LONGPBLLOW. 




|H£N Simon Grant returned from his mother's 
funeral, he found Gerty all desolate and 
forlorn, sitting crying on the door-step with 
her head buried in her pinafore. He shook her 
roughly, and forced her to get up. 

" Come, come," he said, " there is no more time 
for weeping : you must work. Are you not going to 
return to the fields ? Do you think you honour our 
poor dead mother with these idle tears ? " 

" I will return to my work, if you wish it, Simon," 
answered Gertrude, drying her eyes; "but please 
don't speak so crossly to me ; sAe never did." 
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" That has nothing to do with it : there was a purse 
under my mother's pillow, and I cannot find it any- 
where," said Simon, suspiciously. " Did she give it 
to you ? " 

" Yes," replied the poor child. " It was her last 
gift, and she said I was to keep it always," and she 
drew the purse from her pocket 

" Listen to me," said Simon, softening his tone a 
little, "you know we are very poor, and we will 
require this money to help us to live. You had 



better give it to me, and when times are better, we 
will perhaps be able to repay it to you." 



ALONE IN THE WORLD 13 

Gerty felt that he was telling a lie, but she was too 
humble to resist, and her heart was too much afflicted 
to answer him. But she could not endure the idea 
of remainiDg near her brother any longer ; and so she 
determined to run to the farm, where she watched the 
birds. The doors of the house were closed, and the 
silence which reigned around plainly showed her that 
every one had gone to rest The poor child, shiver- 
ing with cold, had knocked several times in vain, and 
now she did not know where to take refuge. She was 
feeling very sad and weary, when, passing before the 
stable, the idea struck her to enter, and she pushed 
open the door. 

" I do not know what to do," she said to hersel£ 



" If I sleep for this night on the straw among the 
cows, perhaps Mrs Smith will be angiy ; but I will 
try not to disturb them." 
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As she entered, a beautifiil white cow, resting snugly 
on its comfortable litter of straw, opened its large soft 
eyes, and seeing the little girl, moved itself nearer the 
wall. 

It appeared to Gerty as if the kind animal offered 
her a place by its side, and approaching the cow, she 
caressed it for a few minutes. Then offering up her 
simple prayer of thanks to God for such a resting- 
place, she laid herself down, and slept as soundly as 
the children of the rich in their beds of silk and down. 

At the same time that Gertrude woke among Mrs 
Smith's cows, Beatrice Clifford opened her eyes in 
her rich chamber, hung with rose-coloured silk, and 
her first glance fell on a tiny cradle placed beside 
her bed. 

" What is this cradle for, nurse ? " cried she, jump- 
ing out of bed to admire it better. 

" In it there is a wax doll which can say papa, 
mamma, good-bye, and a great many other things. 
There are only two like it in the whole of London ; 
a doll which sleeps, wakes, speaks, and sits, which- 
ever you like ; and this doll is sent to you by your 
godmother, because it is the 2 2d of October, and 
your birthday,*' said the nurse. 

" Is it quite true, nurse ? I am ten years old to- 
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day; perhaps I should not love dolls any more, but 
nothing amuses me so much. How good and kind 
of my godmother to remember me ! Oh my beautiful 
doll ! " 

Beatrice had drawn back the pretty lace curtains of 
the cradle, and was now looking in an ecstasy of de- 
light at the doll, which, with closed eyes, and hands 
folded on the quilt, really appeared as if it were 
sleeping. 

Beside the cradle Beatrice noticed a chest of drawers 
of rosewood. 

" Are the doll's clothes in there, nurse ? " she asked. 

"Yes, dear," said the nurse, opening the drawers 
and displaying a beautiful wardrobe for the tiny 
wearer. Although the little Beatrice was very rich 
and spoiled, she had never in all her life possessed 
such beautiful toys, and she gazed at them in mute 
admiration. There were dresses of silk and muslin, 
beautifully trimmed with lace ; mantles of white satin 
and blue velvet ; gloves and boots of kid and real 
jewellery of turquoises and coral; — ^all those rich 
things were now her very own. 

" Oh, how beautiful they are ! How I love my 
doll ! Dress me quickly, nurse, and then I will put 
on my doll's clothes ; it must have breakfast with me. 
I will send for all my friends and show it to them ** 
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The same day all Beatrice's little companions were 
gathered together in the drawing-room of the castle 
to see this wonderful doll, to which had been given 
the name of Fm^. 

What exclamations of surprise and admiration there 
were I All were delighted, and for many months after, 
Beatrice's doll was all the little ones could talk and 
dream of. 



Every time Lady Clifford went out with her 
daughter. Fairy went with them, dressed in a new 
costume. Beatrice held it on her knee in the car- 
riage, and when they went shopping, she carried it 
in her arms, and would not leave it for five minutes. 
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One day, when Beatrice and Fairy were invited to 
a children's evening party, Beatrice, after having been 
welcomed by her young friends, observed a little girl, 
dressed in black, sitting in a comer of the room, veiy 
pale and sad. 

" What is the matter with you ? " she asked, coming 
near the lonely child, and taking her hand kindly ; 
" why do you cry ? " 

The poor child only sobbed more and more. 

" Helen is sorry because her little sister died a few 
days ago," said one of the children. 

" Your little sister, Helen ; oh, how sony you must 
be I " cried Beatrice. 

** Mamma wished her to come and amuse herself, 
but she will not play." 

*^ O Helen ! you must come and play a little ; see, 
look at my pretty doll 1 " 

Helen took Fairy, and drying her eyes, began to 
examine it She was younger than Beatrice, and not 
so rich, and this extraordinary doll greatly excited her 
admiration. 

Half-an-hour afterwards, the tears no longer 
glistened in her eyes, and the roses had again 
come back to her cheeks. Fairy was so pretty, 
smiled so sweetly, and spoke so distinctly, that it 
had distracted her thoughts from her grie£ 
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All that evening, Beatrice kept near Helen, tr3ring 
to make her smUe, and showing her all the wonderful 
things Faiiy could do. 

When it was time to leave, Helen was rockbg the 
sleeping doll in her arms. 

" Here is Fairy, Beatrice," said Helen, embracing 
her young companion ; " oh, how happy you must be 
to have such a lovely doll ! " 

Beatrice took Fairy from Helen's arms, and was 
about to go, but a sob made her return and look in 
at the open door. It was her little friend, who was 
again weeping bitterly. 

" My dear Helen," cried Beatrice, throwing her 
arms round the child's neck, " you have so much to 
make you sorry, and I cannot remain to comfort you ; 
but keep Fairy, she will perhaps do so a little." 

" Fairy 1 " repeated the child, her eyes brightening 
with a sudden joy. " Fairy ! do you give her to me ? 
Oh, no, Beatrice ! I cannot take her from you : she is 
too beautiful" 

" Yes, keep her : is she not mine, and can I not 
give her to you if I like ? Do not cry any more ; it 
will make me so happy to please you ; only you must 
bring her to see me sometimes. Good-by, Helen ; 
good-by. Fairy I " And Beatrice ran off, leaving her 
beautiful doll in Helen's arms. 
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"You have really given away your doll I** said Lady 
Cliflford to her daughter when she returned. 

" Oh yes, mamma— to Helen. She has lost her dear 
little sister : she has more need of Fairy than I have, 
for I have nothing to grieve me." 

Lady Clififord embraced her little girl tenderly. 

And the next day the chest of drawers, with all 
Fairy's rich clothes, were carried by a servant to little 
Helen's house. 




CHAPTER III. 

■■ The bird thai tean en highcit wing^ 

BuUdi on the grouod her lowly not ; 

And she tlut doth most iweetly ting 

Sinit iu the ibade when >l] tMngi rut. 

FiiiHt ud bat kdam'il is ihc 

WboK clothing ii HumlUly." 

—Jakes Hoktcohibv. 

SHO is that knocking at the door, Bridget ?" 
asked Mr Montgomery, the good curate 
of Clifden, of his old servant, as she was 
laying the table-cloth. 

" I do not hear any one, sir." 

" My poor Bridget is becoming deaf," thought the 
curate as he rose to open the door himself. " What 1" 
cried he, " is it you, my child 7 " 

" Yes, sir, it is me," replied the voice of a young 
girl, " Do I not disturb you ? " 

" Come in, come in, my good Gertrude. A lamb 
of my flock never disturbs me," answered the curate, 
leading the girl into his little parlour. 

"Well, my child," said he when she was seated, 
" what do you wish with me to-day ? " 
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" Oh, sir, I do not know how to teU you what brings 
me here." 



" What is it, what is it, my little one ? What can 
it be ? Mrs Smith does not wish to keep you any 
longer ? " 

" Oh no, sir ; she has always been good and kind 
to me ever since the night I went into her sUble and 
she found me asleep beside Snowflake, her beautiliil 
white cow. She took me, and fed and lodged me, 
but she caimot clothe me. I have commenced a 
piece of work which mil, by and by, bring me some 
money, but it is a long and tiresome piece of work. 
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and I cannot finish it before the day of our confirma- 
tion, and I do not know what I shall do." 

" In the first place, Gertrude, you have acted very 
wisely in coming to me: do not grieve, my child. 
What is the work you have undertaken ?" 

"On New Year's Day sir, my mistress gave me 
three shillings. I bought cotton with it, and have 
commenced to knit a counterpane, which will look 
very well when it is finished, but, unfortunately, I have 
not even enough of cotton to finish it" 

"Never mind," said the kind curate; "we shall 
doubtless find some good soul who will help you." 

" Oh sir, if my poor mother had lived, I would not 
have needed to come to you for work like a beggar; 
but she is no more, and yet I do not wish to owe my 
confirmation dress to any one's charity." 

"No, no, my child; you shall have a dress, a 
beautiful white dress, pure as snow, and you will pay 
for it by your work, I promise you. I will take 
charge of selling your counterpane ; I know some one 
who will willingly buy it, and who will be dressed 
exactly the same as you on that day." 

Whilst the poor crow-herd was so anxious to pro- 
vide herself with a suitable dress for her confirmation, 
Beatrice Clifford's toilette was being made ready at 
the Castle. 
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When the curate went to visit Lady Clifford, he saw 
spread out on a sofa in the drawing-room a richly- 
trimmed dress, and a lace veil. When Beatrice saw 
her old fnend, she placed beside the dress a morocco 
case, containing a necklace of splendid pearls. 

" This is a gift for my first communion," said the 
young girl joyously. " A necklace sent to me by my 
godmother. Is it not magnificent ? " 

" Yes, it is superb ! but are you going to put on all 
this finery, Beatrice, to go to church?" 

"Yes ; nothing is too good for such a day." 

" It is true, my child ; if all the world could bow 
the knee at our Lord's Feast in queenly robes, it 
would be a splendid sight. But you are rich, and 
others are not. Will you, by your wealth, humiliate 
those young sisters, whose places at the holy table will 
be quite as marked as yours ? Will you expose them 
to the temptation of casting envious eyes on your 
silks and lace, and jewels, while many of them have 
hardly enough to pay for their simple attire ? " 

" Oh, certainly not, dear Mr Montgomery. You are 
quite right, *and I never thought of all that before. 
And see, sir, if this necklace will help to buy better 
dresses for the poor girls who will be with me, take 
it, I beg of you." 

" I know your heart, Beatrice ; one never applies to 
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you in vain for anything. However, I do not wish 
this necklace : keep your jewels ; your sisters do not 
need such a sacrifice. I do not wish you to raise 
them to you, but to descend to them by wearing a 
simple dress of white muslin. Their minds will thus 
be spared all feelings of jealousy and envy, and you, 
my child, will be dearer in the eyes of the Great God 
who loves humility." 

"You are right, sir ; I will then feel more like their 
sister as you say ; it will be a great joy to me." 

" Now, would you like to do a good work ?" 

" Oh yes, so.much." 

" One of my little flock, the poorest of them all, has 
undertaken to work a counterpane with which she 
wishes to buy her confirmation dress : this counter- 
pane is unfortunately not finished : will you buy it in 
advance ? " 

"Willingly; tell her to bring it to me, just as it is.'* 

" She will not dare ; she is very timid, and a little 
ashamed of her poverty ; but if you give me a small 
sum, I will send it to her." 

" No ; what you tell me about this girl only makes 
me desire more to see her. Let me go to your house, 
and you will send for her there, and I will ofier her 
a sum for her work." 

" Well, it shall be so if you wish. Do not be too 
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generous thon^ my child : if Geztiude suspected it 
was cfaarity, she might be offended." 

** Oh, never fear.* 

The next daj, Gertrnde again knocked at the curate's 
door. Bridget showed her into the parlour, where she 
found a beautiful girl about her own age, who rose to 
welcome her. Such a sweet smile played upon the 
lips of the joung lady, that Gertrude felt quite re- 
assured. 

** I have for a long time wished to have a knitted 
counterpane," said Beatrice, as she unfolded the cover 
which Gerty carried. 

''Unfortunately, it is not finished, miss," timidly 
murmured Gerty. 

''But it will be soon, my fiiend; you will soon 
finish it, and I am quite happy to buy it to-day," said 
Beatrice, drawing firom her purse three gold pieces, 
which she gently put into Gertrude's hand. 

" Oh, my lady, it is too much 1 You are too good ! " 
cried Gerty. 

Beatrice Clifford then kissed the poor girl almost 
by force, and then offered her rosy cheek to the little 
peasant 

" It is your turn now, Gerty," said she. 

Gertrude kissed her gratefully and tenderly, and 
then the two young girls parted. 
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"We shall meet again soon, Gerty," cried 
Beatrice. 

The next time they met was the day on which they 
both, for the first time, knelt to receive their good 
pastor's blessing before approaching the Lord's table, 
and they were both equally happy. For once in her 
life, at least, the noble daughter of the Cliffords 
could not be distinguished from the humble child of 
the peasant. The same joy filled their hearts, the 
same cheerfiil piety was to be seen in their expressions; 
they appeared as sisters for one instant in the eyes of 
men, as they were in the sight of God. 

Those children, bom in the same hour, the one 
stationed so high, the other so low, had still the same 
mysterious parent, their Father in heaven. Both, 
though so different, were pleasing to Him — the one 
for her humility, obedience, diligence, and constant 
desire to please and oblige as far as she could ; the 
other for her generosity, tenderness, gentleness to her 
inferiors, and her charity. 

After the confirmation-day, the two girls often met 
in the same church : Beatrice knelt on her footstool 
of velvet ; Gerty on the hard, cold stone. The same 
rays of sunlight fell upon them, and the same peace 
filled their hearts. 

When Gerty had finished the counterpane, Beatrice 
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asked her to make another that she might give it to 
one of her friends — in reality, it was only an excuse 
for providing her with some more money. 

But Gerty believed it all, and undertook the work 
joyfully. Mrs Smith, who had entrusted the care of 
her cows to little Gerty for some time, now told her 
that she would give her two shillings a week for her 
trouble. With such a good prospect before her, 
Gerty was happier than she had been for a long time, 
for she now thought she would be able to live without 
accepting anything from others. 

From time to time, in her walks, Beatrice passed by 
the meadow where Mrs Smith's cows were feeding, 
and she generally found Gerty knitting, or reading 
some good book, while she watched themu Beatrice 
often stopped and spoke to her, examined her work, 
or caressed the favourite of the flock, Snowflake, the 
beautiful white cow which had from the first sheltered 
the little orphan. 

The rich heiress did not disdain to speak to the 
humble peasant child ; and those meetings were pro- 
fitable to boUi. Beatrice learned from Gerty many 
interesting accounts of rural occupations, while Gerty 
listened with rapture to Beatrice's stories on some 
subject of Scripture or history. She felt herself raised 
in her own eyes when Beatrice spoke of those ancient 
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times when kings' daughters occupied themselves in 
tending their flocks, and her young heart beat with 
enthusiasm when she heard how a young girl, a simple 
shepherdess like herself, the noble and heroic Joan 
of Arc, had delivered her country from the hands 
of the English, and crowned Charles VII. king at 
Rheims. 

One can hardly estimate the value of a kind word, 
or the joy given to a poor, forlorn creature by a glance 
of sympathy ; the most generous ^Ims is not half so 
powerful to console and cheer as one heartfelt word. 
True charity alone knows it, and r^ely gives the one 
without the other. 




CHAPTER IV. 



Though oft iu toaa we iril] not 1 
Wiitm moil we need thdr lid. 

Did we but Uileo, we ihould feel 
Oht heavy hearts grow light ; 

And gather Atrength io woe or w< 
To mad the path or tight-" - 



■HUS the summer passed. In November the 
Clifford family left the Castle, aod Beatrice 
promised Gerty never to forget her. As the 
little shepherdess sat weeping by the side of the road, 
the carriage drove past, and Beatrice observing her 
little friend, nodded to her, and threw her an orange 
wrapped up in a pocket-handkerchieC The orange 
was a great treat to Gerty, for though she had often 
seen thera before, she had never tasted one yet ; but 
the handkerchief was still more precious, for it was the 
only remembrancer she had of the beautiful young lady 
who bad been so kind to her. 

Towards Christmas, Mrs Smith left her fann, and 
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went to live with her son a few miles off. She asked 
Gerty to accompany her, and the child, though sorry 
to quit the neighbourhood of the Castle, did not like 
to refuse, for she felt that gratitude bound her to 
this good woman, who had received her when she 
was poor and forsaken. 

Spring returned, clothing the earth with richness 
and beauty, and Gerty thought sadly that she would 
not be the first to greet her benefactress when she 
came back to her beautiful home. Time wore on, 
Gerty's work increased on the farm, and for two years 
she had never been once to the Castle to see the 
young heiress. She often inquired after her from the 
neighbours whose occupations led them in the direc- 
tion of Clifden, and whilst she heard that Beatrice 
grew in goodness and grace as well as in beauty, she 
regretted more and more that she could not see her. 

One day in the middle of July, towards the middle 
of the day, which was a very warm one, Gerty, seated 
under the shade of a tree, with the cattle feeding 
around her, was about to partake of her modest 
repast. She had drawn the bread and cheese from 
her little basket^ and was just going to eat it when the 
sound of a voice behind her made her turn. 

A boy about sixteen years old stood before her, 
clothed in poor garments, torn shoes, and carrying on 
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his back a heavy bundle. He was covered with dust, 
and appeared to have endured the fatigue of a long 
journey. He looked at her and then at her provi- 



sions, with a longing, wistful eye, which Gerty could 
not mistake. 

"Aie you hungry?" she asked, the compassion 
she felt for him making her forget her ordinary 
timidity. " I will give you a piece of my bread." 

" Oh, if you only would ! 1 am as hungry as a 
wolf, and as thirsty as I am hungry. My name is 
Peter Bell, and I am very poor. Will you let me sit 
down beside you ? " 



38 THE gTORY OF TWO LIVEg 

" Yes," said Gerty ; " you look so tired. I think 
the shade will do you good, and the bread too ;" and 
as she spoke she divided her bread, giving Peter the 
largest share. The boy took it gratefully; and throw- 
ing his bundle on the grass, he seated himself near 
little Gerty. 

"I must tell you," he said, as he ate the piece 
greedily, " that I am not a beggar. You look a good 
little girl, and I shall tell you what brings me here. 
I am a shoemaker's apprentice, but for a long time I 
have been ill ; then I got a very hard master, who 
gave me more blows than money, and that did not 
suit me ; so I gathered together all I had left, and 
came away. Unfortunately, I did not know the price 
of things in travelling, for in a little inn where 1 slept 
all night, they asked me half-a-crown for my bed and 
supper, and when I paid that, I had scarcely anything 
left to buy myself bread. I walked on, and slept last 
night at a farm-house, where they gave me a drink of 
milk ; but I have walked since five o'clock this morn- 
ing without anything to eat, or a penny to buy a bit 
of bread 1 " 

" Poor Peter," said Gerty ; " I will give you this 
other piece of bread ; it will do for your supper." 

" The other piece too I And what will you have 
for yourself ?" 
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" Oh, I had some before I saw you ; besides, I am 
not so hungry as you. Keep it." 

"Thank you so much," said Peter, putting the 
bread in his pocket. " I must go now, but I am very 
grateful. I think I will see you again ; will you tell 
me your name ? " 

" Gerty Grant." 

"Well, Gerty, as soon as I have a minute to 
myself, you will see me. Are you always in the 
meadow here ? " 

"Oh, but you must not come to see me," said 
Gerty ; " you must work." 

"Very well, we shall see," said Peter, taking his 
bundle on his shoulders ; and very soon he was out 
of sight 

For a long time Gerty never thought any more of 
this meeting, and had quite forgotten poor Peter, 
when one Sunday morning, as she was returning from 
church, she saw some one seated beside the little girl 
who kept the cows in her absence. It was Peter, but 
he was now nicely dressed, and carried in his hand a 
small parcel, carefully wrapped up in brown paper. 

" Good-morning, Gerty ! " he said, holding out his 
great brown hand. " You did not expect to see me, 
did you?" 

" No, I did not," said Gerty, a little taken aback 
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by this visit " Are you happy now with your new 
master ? " 

** Pretty &ir — ^he is a good man ; and you, little 
Gerty, are you happy? You look so much taller 
since I saw you last ! " 

" Perhaps ; I am fourteen years old nearly." 

** I want to show you I have not forgotten you," 
said Peter. ^* I am not rich, and I have not much 
to give, but I have made you a pair of new shoes ! " 

"Oh, how good you are, Peter," cried Gerty. 
" What pretty shoes ! but they are too fine for 



me." 



" No, no, you have a neat little foot, and it will go 
in there beautifully. I cut those little flowers myself 
with a knife : do you like them ? " 

" They are very pretty, Peter, and I am very much 
obliged to you. What I did was not worth thinking 
about ! " 

" I have thought a great deal about it then, I can 
tell you, and I am so happy to please you." 

Thus Peter and Gerty talked away for some hours, 
while they related to each other numerous little events 
of their lives. Peter had no, father, but his mother 
was still alive, and lived in a village many miles dis- 
tant : the produce of a little garden, and the earnings 
of her eldest son, were sufficient to support her. 
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Peter, the last of the family, hoped soon to become 

a master shoemaker, so that he might also be able to 

contribute to his mother's comfort Gerty soon began 

to discover the good qualities of her new friend, and 
found he had a noble heart. 

Those two desolate children were not long in be- 
coming great friends : whenever Peter could manage 
to escape on a Sunday, he went to the meadow to 
have a little talk with Gerty, and tell her all his 
troubles. One day he said to her — 

" I am going to see my poor mother, Gerty, she is 
very ill, and I don't think she will ever get better." 

"Ask God to make her better, Peter; He will 
perhaps hear you." 

" Will you help me, then ? " 

" Yes, every night and every morning, I will pray 
for her." And Gerty did not forget her promise. 

At the end of three weeks, Peter returned, but he 
was very sad and sorrowful, and Gerty guessed the 
truth from his f^ce. 

" Poor Peter I ** she said, as she looked at him with 
compassion. " Is your mother really dead ? " 

" Yes, Gerty, my dear good mother has been taken 
from me, and I am left alone in the world ! God 
has not heard our prayers for her." 

** But, Peter, God knows best, and your mother 
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will be far happier if she has gone to heaven — she 
will never have any more pain there : was she very 
good ! " 

" Oh, so good, Gerty ! And so kind, I can never 
forget her ! " And as Peter told Gerty stories of his 
dead mother's goodness, he began to feel comforted 
by his listener's pity and sympathy for his grief: so 
much can soothing, tender words do for a bereaved 
and momning heart. 

Two years went smoothly past marked by no change 
to Gerty : she was now no longer a child, but in the 
full bloom and beauty of girlhood, for Gertrude was 
pretty, there was no doubt of it. Her features were 
small, and her complexion pale and delicate; but now 
and then a soft pink flush came to her cheeks, and 
then her large dark* eyes sparkled and beamed 
brightly. 

One fine Sunday morning, when all the world was 
peaceful and still, Gerty was astonished to see Peter 
walk into the kitchen of the farm-house. 

" Gerty," said he, " I wish to speak to you, I have 
something very important to tell you. I am no longer 
a shoemaker's apprentice — my master has given up 
business, and I have taken his shop for myself." 

" O Peter, I am so glad to hear it ! " cried Gerty, 
joyfully. 
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" Then, I have been thinking I would need a wife 
to help me to keep my house." 

" You are going to be married, Peter ! " 

"Yes, if I can get a wife. Do you think I 
should?" 

" Certainly, if you can get a good wife." 

" You know her ; do you think she will do ? " said 
Peter, holding out his hand to Gerty, half happy and 
half perplexed ; but Gerty's answer was not heard, 
she only blushed and put her hand in Peter's. 

The next business was to tell Mrs Smith ; she re- 
ceived the news joyfully, and folded Gerty in her arms 
as if she had been her own daughter. 

"You have done well, my child, for Peter is an 
honest good man, and will make you happy, I am 
sure ! " she said, as she blessed the young couple 
before her. 
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CHAPTER V. 

" Foualaia of Being I teach ui to dcTot 



id Ihoutht, 
ur hope, Thy love our only haul, 
cclons is the Cbcuiiiui Ion." 



JN the meantime, Beatrice Oifford had grown 
into a tall, handsome young lady, and was 
now one of the reigning beauties of the 
London ball-rooms; but she had not forgotten her 
goodness of heart, and though she reigned the queen 
of beauty and fashion, she stooped to many little 
acts of mercy. 

"What is the matter with you, my dear child, that 
you look so pale and sad," said Lady Clifford one 
evening, as her daughter entered the handsome draw- 
ing-room, beautifully dressed in pure white clouds of 
floating lace. 

" Oh, dear mamma, I have just seen such a 
melancholy sight When I was coming in this after- 
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noon, the carriage had just turned the corner of the 
street, when we heard such mournful cries, and saw a 
great crowd gathered round a poor unfortunate man 
who had been knocked down and run over by a 
waggon. The accident happened so near our door, 
that it seemed as if Providence himself called upon 
us to help the wounded man ; and so, dear mamma, 
I had him brought into the house, and I have liursed 
him as well as I could. But how anxious his poor wife 
and children will be about him ! How can I dance 
to-night, and enjoy myself, and think of a mother left 
with five children, perhaps to starve, while this poor 
man is laid aside from his work ! " 
_ " Well done, my darling Beatrice, I am never better 
pleased than when your noble heart is touched at the 
sight of distress. But I wish you to be happy this 
evening, and so I shall ask every one of my guests to 
join in helping to carry out this good work commenced 
by you ; will not that be a good plan, dearest?" 
" O mamma, delightful ! I never thought of that ! " 
"Stay then beside me, Beatrice, I shall tell the 
story first, we shall beg afterwards." 

Lady Clifford did her best to enlist the sympathy 
of her guests in behalf of the wounded man, and so 
successfiil was she, that when Beatrice appeared with 
a pretty little work-basket in her hand, to serve as 
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a purse, ther^ was not one who did not drop in 
some little offering. Beatrice at last stopped before 
a young man who had been following her with his 
eyes ever since she entered the room. When she 
presented the basket to him, he drew from his pocket 
a five-pound note, and dropped it in. 

" Is not that too much, sir ? " asked Beatrice, sur- 
prised. 

" Not at all. Since Heaven grants me the oppor- 
tunity of doing a kind action through you, will you 
not allow me to make the most of it ? " 

" Oh, certainly ; I love the poor too much to say 
no," replied Beatrice, receiving it gladly. 

When the evening was over, Beatrice took the basket 
of silver to her mother's room. 

" Look, mamma, what Sir Lionel Clinton gave me; 
was it not good of him ?" asked Beatrice, holding up 
the note proudly. 

" Very generous, dear. He seems to take a great 
interest in yqva proiigi, and has asked permission to 
come and see how he is getting on. He knows some- 
thing of medicine himself, I believe." 

But it was not one visit alone : for day after day 
the young man was to be found at the bedside of 
Beatrice's patient, helping this young sister of charity 
to perform her good work. 
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It was thus that Beatrice and Sir Lionel became 
acquainted with each other, but before their meeting, 
the parents of the two young people had desired their 
marriage, which was celebrated six months after in the 
pretty chapel of CUfden Castle. Such a perfect union 
is rarely seen : Sir Lionel, young, rich, and of noble 
birth and character, appeared almost worthy to be the 



husband of the handsome heiress, whose virtues were 
as much admired as her beauty. 

The little chapel was magnificently decorated with 
flowers, and the passages covered with crimson cloth. 
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The inhabitants of the village, and of the country for 
miles around, crowded to the gates to join their voices 
in blessing the beautiful young bride, who was loved 
by all. 

The old clergyman who had baptized Beatrice per- 
formed the ceremony. The same day in the village 
church, Gertrude and Peter were also married. This 
bride was neither sobeautiful nor so richly dressed as the 
Lady Beatrice ; her long dark tresses were not bound 
up with jewels, but only drawn simply back from her 
face and confined under a plain white straw bonnet; 
but she looked very simple and pretty, so thought 
Peter at least, as he led his bride from the church and 
took her to her new home, without pomp or splendour. 
And Gertrude was quite as happy ! Happy, because 
she was loved ! She trusted in Peter with all her 
heart, and had the utmost faith in him who had just 
proved his esteem and affection for her, by making 
her his wife. 







CHAPTER VL 



t( 



Heaven doth with us as we with torches do ; 
Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not." 

— Mbasurb for Measure. 




|IX years had passed since Lady Clinton's 
marriage, and she was still the same frank, 
generous creature she had always been. 
One would have sought in vain for more charming 
features, or an expression more simple and pleasing 
— this smiling Madonna was the admired of all 
admirers. Lady Clinton had everything this world 
could give to make her happy. Her splendid house 
and rich table glittering with crystal and flowers were 
envied by many, and those who saw the bright, 
amiable owner of them all, and those who admired 
her beauty and wit, and gazed enchanted on the 
glittering diamonds and emeralds which sparkled in 
her hair, exclaimed, " How beautiful, how happy she 
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must be ! '* but the poor said, " How good and kind 
she is ! " 

This noble lady possessed the most precious gifts 
of the heart : her goodness floated around her like a 
divine atmosphere. The poor, the infirm, and even 
the guilty shared her inexhaustible charity; she re- 
lieved distress, lightened sickness, listened to com- 
plaints, and encouraged repentance, but she was 
always modest about her good deeds. 

" You know/' said her husband, " no one will ever 
speak evil of any one before my wife. She always 
likes to hear any good, but will not listen to those who 
blame or accuse perhaps innocent persons." 

" We are not angels," she would say, '* and there 
are none of us perfect. The most noble cannot help 
falling into sin at times ; and when we see any one 
erring, should we not try to help them, and lead them 
into the right road ? " 

But the greatest of all the Lady Beatrice's treasures, 
far before her wealth and jewels, were her two lovely 
children, Mabel and Eustace; two fair little angels 
worthy the pencil of any painter. They were their 
mother's pride and joy, the darlings of her heart, on 
whom she lavished every tender care, and sought to 
bring up in the paths of virtue and charity. 

One evening as Lady Clinton was descending the 
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staircase, dressed for dinaer, and holding the Httle 
Mabel by the hand, she was stopped by a young 
peasant girl, who threw herself at her knees. 



"Ah, my lady," cried the poor child, with the tears 
glistening in her eyes, "mydeargrandmotherisdying. 
She begs you to conne to her, if it is only for a minute, 
to speak some words of comfort to her: but, if you 
cannot, say some words to me, my lady, and I will 
take them to her." 

" What is your grandmother's name, ray child ? " 
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" Jenny, my lady ; it is her room which is next the 
church." 

" My poor Jenny 1 " cried Lady Beatrice. " I will 
come to her immediately : stay there, my child, and 
I will be with you in a minute." 

The little girl seated herself on a chair in the halL 
Five minutes after Lady Beatrice again appeared; 
she had only changed her dress, and thrown a dark 
soft shawl round her shoulders ; she took a lantern 
from the hands of one of the servants, and gave the 
little girl a basket to carry, containing some linen, a 
bottle of good wine, and some medicines. 

" Does my lady not wish Esther or me to accom- 
pany her ? " asked the maid-servant. 

''No, Julia, I shall go alone; it is a fine night, 
and the distance is not great Say nothing about my 
absence, I will be back in a quarter of an hour." 

They soon reached the poor cottage. Old Jenny 
lay on her bed with the paleness of death already 
overspreading her features; her large hollow eyes 
looked larger than ever in the darkness, and her fore- 
head was already cold and damp. The stillness of 
this dark room was only broken by the sobs of a little 
boy, who knelt at the foot of the bed, and the hard 
breathing of the sick woman. 

On seeing Lady Beatrice, tb^ dying woman raised 
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herself with a great effort and stretched out her cold 
withered hand. 

" I hardly hoped you would come, my lady ; but 



aiter the minister himself, you are the only one to 
whom I can come for comfort" 

" Do not speak any more, my good woman, you 
only tire yourself. Try and take a Utile of this," 
said Lady Clinton, holding a little wine to Jenny's 
lips. 

"And now, I must make you more comfortable," 
she continued, and she raised the poor woman in her 
arms, while the little girl shook up the pillows and 
arranged the blankets. 

" Thank you, my lady. And now I have a favour 
to ask of you. I am dying, I feel it, and I leave to 
my little grandchildren, my cottage and all the money 
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I have; but I cannot rest unless you will promise to 
take them under your protection. I wanted to send 
little Jenny to learn dressmaking, and let little Robert 
go to school till he was old enough to work.** 

" I promise you, Jenny, to take care of them," said 
Lady Clinton, drawing the children to her side, and 
putting her arms round them. 

"May the good God bless you, my lady, who 
emplo)rs your riches in relieving the poor. I am 
sure He will bless you, for all the village prays for 

and loves you. Farewell, my lady," said Jenny, 

kissing the hand of the noble lady with pious re- 
spect ; " they will be missing you at the Castle. Go 
to those that love you; you will long be remembered 
here." 

" I do not like to leave you, Jenny, you are so weak 
this evening." 

" I shall never be any better now, my lady, but I 
am expecting our good minister, and he will bring me 
all the good I can get" 

" Good-bye then, Jenny. I am happy to see you 
calm and trustful : may God be with you. Little 
Jenny, here is some linen for your grandmother, and 
everything that she needs. Take good care of her, 
my child." 

And kissing the little brother and sister, the Lady 
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Beatrice left the chamber to which she had taken 
peace and consolation. 

At the Castle they were astonished, and even 
anxious at her absence ; but when Lady Clinton re- 
appeared fresher and more smiling than when she 
went out, they were quite satisfied. Sir Lionel, ac- 
customed to her habits, immediately guessed the cause 
of her disappearance, and as he kissed his gentle wife, 
he also addressed a sweet word of reproach to her. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



'* O Charity, divinely wisci 
Thou meek-eyed daughter of the skies I 
From the pure fountain of eternal light. 
Where fair, immutable, and ever bright. 
The beatific vision shines ; 
Where angel with archangel vies 
In choral songs to sing His praise. 
Parent of Life, Ancient of Days." 

—Hannah Mors. 




|H£ sun was just peeping through the silken 
curtains of her chamber next morning 
when the Lady Beatrice awoke. She looked 
quickly at the little timepiece, whose silver chimes 
presently rang out a quarter-past six. 

"A quarter of an hour late!" she exclaimed; 
" what will my little children think of me ? " 

A few moments" after, the maid opened the door 
softly, but her lady was already up and dressing. 

"I thought you would still be asleep, my lady," 
said Julia. " You were so late in getting to bed last 
night, and had a fatiguing evening besides." 
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great sacrifice, for before she could build and furnish 
a house and provide for her little prot^g^s, I^dy 
Clinton had to sell five hundred pounds worth of her 
diamonds. Sir Lionel had in vain objected to this 
determination of his wife's, but she would not yield : 
and this beautiful work of charity soon became one of 
her greatest sources of delight. At the end of a year, 
there were twenty little orphans in the house, who were 
fed, clothed, taught, and loved by the Lady Beatrice ; 
there were eleven girls and nine little boys, and they 
assembled every day round a young mistress who 
taught them, simply and earnestly, all sorts of useful 
learning and employments. Severity was needless in 
this establishment, for every morning after visiting 
them. Lady Beatrice left such sweet words in their 
hearts, that they were good all day. 
^ This morning great excitement prevailed in the 

class, and they looked every now and then im- 
patiently at the clock, while one or two voices ex- 
claimed regretfully, " My lady is not coming ! " 

Their small heads were literally concealed by the 
great bouquets of flowers they held in their hands, and 
the benches looked almost as gay and beautiful as the 
pretty garden outside, for this was Lady Beatrice's 
birthday. 

" My lady is not coming !" they said, regretfully. 
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and one or two of tbe smallest had even b^;un to cry 
with impatience^ when the door opened, and Lady 
Beatrice herself walked in. 

She looked kindly upon all of them, as she took her 
seat in their midst The noise ceased all of a sudden 
as if by enchantment, and the little ones sat in their 
places, holding their bouquets, and silently regarding 
their benefactress. 

At a sign made by the mistress, a little girl ap- 
proached and recited a complimentary speech com- 
posed in honour of the Lady Beatrice. When she 
finished, she threw herself into Lady Clinton's anns, 
weeping with emotion ; and the little pupils all came 
pressing round, before and behind, to offer the bou- 
quets gathered from the surrounding gardens. Those 
fair heads and happy smiling ^es, and the little 
hands holding fresh and beautiful flowers as offerings 
to the noble lady before them, formed a pretty and 
touching picture, and a beautiful example of the sweet 
and holy spirit of charity from which it arose. 

When Lady Clinton had kissed them all, and lis- 
tened to their innocent childish speeches and expres- 
sions of gratitude, they all returned to their places. 

" Now, dear children," said she, " we must thank 
God for all His kindness to us, and for all the mercies 
He has given us, and I am going to ask Him to keep 
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you always as good and obedient as you are now, and 
to make you holy and pure." 

Lady Clinton then raised her eyes to heaven 
and commenced the most beautiful of all beautiful 
prayers : " Our Father which art in heaven." When 
she finished, she sat down beside the children and 
commenced to examine them as usual on what they 
had already learnt They answered well, almost 
without a fault, for their mistress, who was devoted 
to Lady Clinton and her work, had urged them 
on with zeal; but she was fiiUy repaid for all 
her trouble, when the Lady Beatrice congratulated 
her on the progress made by her pupils, while she 
added — 

"I have a favour to ask of you to-day. Miss 
Graham, in the name of my little fHends here. Since 
they have be^n so industrious and obedient, I think 
they deserve a holiday." 

'' Since Lady Clinton has been so good as to ask 
this for you, my children," said the teacher, turning 
towards the little impatient flock, " I cannot refuse 
it : you must then thank her for this holiday !" 

The children did not wait to be told this, for before 
their teacher was done speaking, a cry of joy arose 
from the little band. 

The Lady Beatrice walked down the class, opened 
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the door which led to the garden, and the children 
rushed out with the impetuosity of a torrent. The 
Lady Beatrice stood gazing after them as they com- 
menced their games, and as she looked at this pretty 
picture of happiness and contentment, which was all 
her work, a bright smile played on her features, for 
all those childish voices and exclamations of joy 
appeared to her as so many blessings. When she left 
the garden, the orphans flocked round her to say 
good-bye; but the sound of their happy voices and 
sweet songs followed her, and she saw their bright 
beaming eyes and rosy cheeks in her dreams. Her 
heart was filled with a sweet peace, and she departed 
more pleased by those children's joyful rapture, than 
she had ever felt by the most flattering tokens of 
homage to her beauty and wit. She was tired of 
being admired, but she was never weary of being 
blessed ! 

Lady Beatrice returned slowly to the Castle, bear- 
ing in her arms the bouquets given her by the orphan 
children; she took them to her room and placed them 
in a delicate china vase, so that their sweet fragrance 
might be ever near her ; then changing her dress, she 
went down-stairs to breakfast. But no one, seeing 
her so calm and smiling, would ever have guessed 
that she had scarcely had four hours' sleep. 
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Beatrice fulfilled all the duties of a hostess grace- 
fully and pleasantly, and when they were finished, she 
returned to her simple labours of love. As she seated 
herself at the window, to finish some clothes she was 
making for the infant of a poor woman, her husband 
came to her side. 

"My dear wife," said he, "why do you prefer the 
society of poor people to that of yoiu: friends ? " 

" Because they have more need of me ; and after 
all," answered Lady Beatrice, with a smile, " they do 
not take up so very much of my time." 

" Too much of it, according to my opinion," said 
Sir Lionel 

" Oh, my husband, do not argue with me on this 
point — ^it is the only one in which I cannot yield to 
you," said Beatrice. 

" I shall be silent, then ; I do not wish to vex you. 
But allow me to wish you very many happy returns 
of your birthday ; and here is something I got for my 
wife, all the way from Paris, only an hour ago," and 
Sir Lionel handed Beatrice a velvet case, containing 
a handsome bracelet 

" Jewels 1 " said she, with something of regret in 
her voice. " I have so many of them already 1 " 

" Never mind, I think you will like that 1 " 

Two beautiful miniatures painted on ivory and set 
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round with blazing diamonds formed the clasp of the 
bracelet. 

" My children V* cried Beatrice. " I will pardon you 
buying more diamonds when they are round their 
fair faces." 

" You have taught me to buy your jewels myself, 
for I know if I entrusted the money to you, it would 
never get the length of a jeweller : it would stop at 
some hut or poor chamber." 

" A thousand thanks, then, dear husband, for hav- 
ing paid so much to give me those two precious 
miniatures." 

" But they are not half so precious to you as the 
originals, I know,*' said Sir Lionel, as he kissed little 
Mabel and Eustace, who came running into the 
room at that moment. 




CHAPTER VIII. 

" Doth there aught of care or sorrowt 
To the bosom's pulses cling f 
List ! it tells us that to-morrow 
Will sweet consolations bring. 

" Life to sweeten and to brighten, 
Has the inward voice been given ; 
Earth's dull gloom to cheer and lighten 
With the hopes and joys of heaven." 

[HILST peace and happiness reigned at the 
Castle, there was nothing but labour and 
poverty in Gertrude's home. 
From her mother's death till her own marriage, 
Gertrude had lived with Mrs Smith, many, many miles 
from the Castle, so that she seldom or never saw the 
Lady Beatrice, but she treasured up the kind words 
that the gentle girl had spoken to her, and dreamed 
of her at night, and prayed for her each time she 
knelt before the throne of grace. How often the little 
shepherdess inquired after her benefactress from the 
village people when they came to the farm, and how 
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often she wished she could live nearer her, she hardly 
thought; she only knew that there was a blank in her 
life, and that she longed to hear the sweet voice again, 
talking to her softly of holy things. 

One bright day, long remembered by Gertrude, 
Beatrice had obtained permission from her governess 
to go to Mrs Smith's farm and see her little prott^^ 
who was overjoyed at again beholding her mistress, 
and thanked her from the depths of her grateftd heart 

"Are you happy, Gerty?" Beatrice had asked. 

" Oh, very happy; and to-day more than ever," she 
added, shyly. 

Beatrice gave the little shepherdess some nice 
books, and every summer when she came to the 
country, she sent Gerty a little present to show that 
she was not forgotten. 

After Gertrude's marriage to Peter, she returned 
to her native village of Clifden, and it was Beatrice 
who had presented her with her modest trousseau. 

During the winter Lady Clinton remained in 
London with her family, and most of the summer 
being occupied in travelling, she had only a few weeks 
to spend at Clifden Castle. Her coming was always 
looked upon as a blessing, and a matter of general 
rejoicing, especially by Gertrude, who counted the 
days till she should arrive. And when the happy 
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hour came at last, she went along the road to catch 
the first glimpse of the carriage, and give her young 
mistress a welcome. 

Next dajshe remained in-doors, for she was sure the 
Lady Beatrice would come to see her, and so she made 
everything as clean and shining as possible. Peter 
had brought great bunches of wild roses, and honey- 
suckle from the fields, to try and make their humble 
home look fair and pretty ; the children were dressed 
in their best Sunday-Clothes, and Gertrude sitting at 



her seam w^ted for her mistress with a beating heart. 
At last she came ; and when the Lady Beatrice saw 
this home so full of joy at her approach, she never 
doubted but that peace and plenty always reigned 
there — Gertrude alone knew the hard struggle they 
had for a living. 
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One fine afternoon she ^as seated on her door-step 
sewing busily and hurrying to finish a little dress she 
was making for her eldest girL A feeble cry came 
from the inner-room, and Gertrude ran to the cradle 
where lay her youngest bom, took him in her arms, 
soothed his cries, and laid him down half-asleep again. 
She had now to think of the evening meal, and so, 
stirring up the fire, Gertrude put on the kettle to boil 
for tea, while she spread out the table, so that her 
husband might find everything bright and comfortable 
when he returned from his work. 

Gertrude has changed somewhat in those six years 
that have gone by since we last saw her. Her eyes do 
not beam with the freshness of youth, for trouble and 
anxiety have made that disappear, but a sweet and 
peaceful light shines there, which tells at once that 
there is a contented mind within. Poor Gertrude has 
had much sorrow and sickness during those six years, 
but all her troubles have been for her good. 

Working at shoes through the day in order to gain 
a little money, Gertrude employs her evenings, and 
sometimes her nights also, in working for her four 
children, or in doing needlework which will bring 
her some small remuneration. 

Her children were still very young; the eldest 
only was sent to school, and the others required her 
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constant care and attention. Gertrude was always 
active and cheerful, and humbly blessed the kind God 
who had sustained her through all her trials. If ever 
a frown was seen on her calm forehead, it was because 
she could not help those who occasionally came to 
beg of her, as much as she would liked to have done. 



One day an old man, bent with age, knocked at 
Gertrude's door and asked for alms ; she blushed 
pamfuUy as she put a morsel of bread into his 
hands. 
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" I have no more to give you," said she ; " I am 
almost as poor as yourselE'' 

Gertrude had also much anxiety for the future ; for 
at present they had nothing to spare or lay past, and 
she knew that one sickness of her husband would 
plunge them into misery. The day might perhaps 
come when the smile would fade away from the rosy 
lips of her children, and the tears run down their 
cheeks, as they called, " I am hungry," 

Gertrude tried to keep all those sad thoughts from 
her mind as well as she could, though they did come 
there very often. But she put her trust in God, feeling 
assured that He would never leave her nor forsake her, 
and when little Willie, her last bom child, danced on 
her knee, and laughed and crowed gaily, the mother 
almost forgot there was such a thing as sorrow. 

On the evening of which we speak, Peter returned 
disheartened and weary, and threw himself into a 

« 

chair worn-out with fatigue. 

" Nothing, not one penny," he murmured. " No 
one has paid me a fraction." 

"What is the matter, my husband?" asked Ger- 
trude. 

" What IS the matter ! You know the term is in 
three days, and I have no money to pay our rent, 
small as it is. I have been to Scotf s house, who 
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owes me for eight pairs of boots, and to Matthews 
who is never satisfied nor very exact in payment 
Every one, even the doctor's niece, who wishes another 
pair of boots, said to me, ' Never mind, we will see 
about the bill by and by,' and in the meantime, I, the 
father of a family, must go without a penny in my 
pocket." 

" Do not trouble yourself, Peter, any more. I am 
sure the landlord will allow us a few days longer to 
make it up, so take your tea and rest. God will never 
leave us, as long as we put our trust in Him ; you 
know He has protected us till now, and He will do 
so to the end." 

" It is true enough, wife,*' replied Peter, cheerfully. 
" I like to listen to you, my poor Gerty. You seem 
to make me quite brave. You work for both the 
children and me, and I am more grateful than I can 
say, for I know I am a rough speaker. But it does 
make me impatient to see that though we both 
struggle and work so hard, you, who are the best 
woman in the village, are still the poorest" 

" I am quite content, Peter, as long as you and the 
children are well and happy. I ask for nothing more !" 

The tea was ready, and the children with happy 
faces seated themselves round the table; the meal 
though frugal was a pleasant one, and they all talked 
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gaily and cheerfully enough. After tea, Gertrude put 
away the things and slipped away to look into a little 
box where she kept her small earnings ; but the box 
was very light They needed twenty-five shillings to 
make up the six months' rent for their landlord, but 
where it was to come from, Gertrude knew not. She 
stood some minutes in silence, wondering what she 
could do to make up the deficiency. 

The next day, after Peter had gone to his work, 
Gertrude took from a drawer a pair of ear-rings and a 
brooch which had been gifts of the Lady Beatrice to 
her, and six silver teaspoons that good Mrs Smith had 
presented to her on her wedding-day, and wrapping 
them carefully up in a pocket-handkerchief, she set 
out for the town. 

" All this will surely bring twenty-five shillings," said 
she, as she hurried along. 

The jeweller gave her twenty-eight shillings for her 
treasures ; it was not without tears that Gertrude 
parted with them, but she was delighted to think that 
she had now three shillings over and above what was 
required. 

As Gertrude returned to the village, she heard the 
cries of a child, proceeding out of a corn-field at the 
side of the road ; she looked in and saw a little baby 
of about eight months old, rolled up in a miserable 
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piece of flannel — one of those poor unfortunate 
beings who, forsaken by their mothers, are con- 
demned perhaps to die without help. Gertrude 
stopped before this forlorn little creature, the image 
of her own little Willie, being present with her. 
She saw him there, alone, crying, perishing with 
hunger, without any one to help or pity him; her 
heart was touched by the sight, and the child held 
out its feeble arms to her as if imploring her to have 
mercy upon him. 

*' No, poor little one," cried Gertrude, stooping to 
take the child in her arms, " you will not perish as 
long as I have strength to work for you ; if I can feed 
four, I will be able to feed five." And taking the for- 
saken child to her heart, she returned home. 

She almost feared to see her husband. What 
would he say to her bringing another burden upon 
him, just when he was so badly off for money, and 
their rent still to pay. But God had placed this 
child in her path, and she was determined not to 
abandon him. 

Before entering the house, she hid the child under 
her shawl. Peter was sitting at his work, thinking 
how he was to make twenty-five shillings before the 
term-day arrived, but he looked up and smiled when 
he saw his wife. 
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" See, Peter," said Gertrude, holding out the money 
to her husband; "you see God has helped us, after 
all!'' 

"Where have you got the money, wife?" asked 
the surprised shoemaker. 

" Where ! that is my secret, Peter. I have got it 
honestly, you may be sure." 

." You have been a long time away : have you been 
collecting it from my creditors ? " 

" No, no, Peter : I will tell you the truth. I had 
some things which were of no use to me now, and I 
changed them for this money." 

"You have sold your little jewellery ! " 

" Well, it does not matter. They did me no good, 
I like far better to see you happy ! " 

" My good Gerty — I am so ^orry for you ! " 

" Now, Peter," said Gertrude, kneeling down before 
her husband, "promise me not to trouble yourself 
any more about it. You know when the birds come 
and build their nests under the roof of a house, it is 
a sign of happiness : the good God has sent us a poor 
little bird without a nest, and He is to build it with 
us. I have brought him to our home, Peter; you 
will not scold me for keeping him ? " and she laid the 
little foundling on her husband's knee. 

" What ! " cried Peter ; " a child ! Have we not 
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enough of our own, and hardly bread to feed them 
with, and how can you dream of burdening us with 
a strange child ? It would be foolish of us to keep 
a little bird if we had nothing to feed it with." 

" My dear husband, only look at the poor innocent; 
would you not grieve to see your own son forsaken 
like him ? Let us do this one good action — Heaven 
itself has sent him to us : how can we refuse to help 
him?" 

" People like us have enough to do with themselves, 
I think," said Peter, not quite reconciled yet to the 
little stranger. 

Gertrude only sighed as she laid the child side by 
side with her own little Willie, and then came and 
seated herself near her husband. The evening passed, 
and not a word was exchanged between Peter and his 
wife with regard to the foundling. Gertrude was 
engaged as usual with her household cares, and after 
she had put all the children to rest, she took her seam 
beside the little table where her husband sat busy 
with his shoes. 

" Wife," said he, at last looking up with his own 
cheery smile, " you must just do as you please about 
your little bit birdie — ^bring him here again and let 
me see him." 

As Gertrude took the sleeping infant from the 
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cradle and brought him to the light, he opened his 
eyes and smiled at the shoemaker. This smile 
decided his fate, and the good man kissed him as 
tenderly as if it had been his own child. 

** He is a nice enough boy," said he. 

"And we shall keep him: shall we?" asked 
Gertrude. 

" How can I send him away after embracing him 
like one of my own ? He is only one son more : let 
him stay, and may God help us ! " 

"I never doubted your good heart, Peter!" cried 
his wife, joyfully ; " and I am sure what we are now 
doing will bring us nothing but happiness." 

Some days after the adoption of the little foundling, 
to whom Gertrude gave the name of Charles, Peter 
remembered it was his wife's birthday. 

He brought on to his work-table a large parcel 
which contained a pelisse made of thick wann serge. 
Gertrude understood her husband's intention, and 
from her heart she. thanked him for having thought 
of the little foundling rather than of her. 

" It is both of your birthdays," said Peter ; " and 
since he is now your son, he must be treated as 
such." 

The child was dressed exactly like his brother 
Willie, fed with the same food, cared for by the same 
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hands, and loved with the same tenderness, by the 
poor shoemaker's wife. Her nights were now more 
occupied than ever, and her hours of rest became 
shorter. 

And thus in Grod's sight, those two women, the lady 
of rank, and the humble cottager, accomplished the 
same good, each according to her means, and devoted 
their lives to His service. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" Nothing useless is, or low ; 
Each thing in its place is best ; 
And what seems but idle show 
Strengthens and supports the rest.' 



—Longfellow. 




[IME went on, and the children grew, alike in 
Castle and cottage. 
In order to pay the additional expense 
occasioned by the adoption of the little foundling, 
Gertrude found she had to make many little sacrifices; 
but she economised as well as she could, and even cut 
down many of her own old dresses, for she had had no 
new ones for three years, to clothe the child whom she 
loved as her own. She never grudged any troujjle or 
care of hers that contributed to the comfort of her 
fiimily — her hands and heart, and even life itself, were 
theirs. 

Meanwhile the Lady Beatrice was as lavish of her 
health and strength as of her gold. Often on Sunday, 
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after visiting her poor people, she returned through 
the shady lanes and charming woods rich with the 
perfumes of a thousand flowers. Those walks did her 
much good : she felt at home in the midst of nature, 
where eveiything was so calm and so beautiful, and 
she loved to admire the goodness of the bountiful 
Creator in the splendour of His work, far lErom the 
busy haunts of man, and from the noise and bustle 
of life. There she felt nearer Him, and compre- 
hended His greatness better; and as she looked 
round on the fertile plains, and across the waving 
meadows, to the blue hills beyond, whose tops seemed 
to reach through the soft pink clouds that rested on 
them gently, she thanked her Father for making the 
earth so beautiful, and for scattering His lovely gifts 
in such rich profusion. 

One day as she was walking through the wood, she 
met a boy about five years old, cleanly but poorly 
clad, standing beside an empty basket, and weeping 
bitterly. 

" What is the matter, my little man ? " asked the 
Lady Beatrice, kindly. " What are you crying for ? " 

'* Please, ma'am, I have lost myself in the wood, 
and I cannot find my way home," said the little 
fellow, looking through his tears at the unknown 
lady. 
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" You are lost, my poor child, are you ? Dry your 
tears, and I will take you to your mother. Where 
does she live ? " 

** At Clifden ; down there, a long, long way. She 
sent me a message, to take home a pair of boots, and 
I have lost my way coming back." 

Lady Clinton stooped down and wiped away the 
tears which still flowed down the round rosy cheeks 
of the little boy. 

"Will you come with me?" said she. "I will 
help you to find your mother." 

" You ! " said the child, looking at the lady with his 
great blue eyes full of wonder. ** Can you walk all 
that way ? " 

" Do you think I do not know how to walk, my 
little friend ? Come, and I will show you ; but what 
is your mother's name ? " 

" Father calls her Gerty — ^he is a shoemaker, and 
makes lots of boots,'* said the boy. 

" Gerty ! my poor Gertrude ! Come, little one, I 
will show you the road," said she. 

Little Jack took hold of the Lady Beatrice's hand 
quite consoled, and she led him through the winding 
forest Soon after they had passed the Castle, the 
sky became dark and heavy, and thick black clouds 
came up from behind the mountains, and very soon 
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the rain-drops came pattering down. The day had 
been hot and sultry, and it was evident a thunder- 
storm was at hand At the first flash of lightning 
litde Jack trembled and hid his face in Lady Clinton's 
dress. 

*' Mother will be so afraid for me," he said, in the 
midst of his sobs, " she will be looking for me every- 
where, and we are a long way from home yet ! " 

''Your mother will not be anxious long," said 
I^dy Beatrice, ''we will be home in five minutes 
now." 

She took the trembling, fiightened child in her 
arms, covered him with her cloak, and hastened 
through the beating storm of wind and rain in the 
direction of the village. Her burden was no light 
one, and it was a hard struggle for the Lady Beatrice. 
The child was now quite happy, and smiled as he laid 
his curly, brown head on the shoulder of the lady 
whose arms protected him so tenderly. 

Lady Clinton gained the threshold of Gertrude's 
door, panting and out of breath with her hurried walk, 
her silk dress drenched with rain, and the lace of her 
mantle torn into shreds by the violence of the wind. 
She knocked quickly at the door, and as Gertrude 
opened it she could hardly believe her eyes, when she 
saw her little Jack smiling in the beautiful lady's arms. 
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" Here is your child, Gertrude," said Lady Beatrice, 
delivering the lost sod over to his mother's embraces. 
** He had lost himself in the wood up at Clifden, and 
I found him, and here he is back all safe ! " 

" Oh, my lady, how good you are 1 I have been 
so anxious about my little Jack." 

" But where have you been, Gertrude ? You are 
soaked with rain.'* 

** I went out to look for him, my lady, and I met 
my husband coming home, and he is seeking him 
now. But come near the fire, my lady, and dry your- 
self.'' And Gertrude stirred up the coals into a cheer- 
ful blaze. 

Lady Clinton helped her to undress the child,* 
and put him to bed, and while this interesting 
occupation was going on, the two mothers chatted 
pleasantly. 

" I have seen little Miss Mabel," said Gertrude, 
" and she is so like you ! " 

What better could she say of Beatrice's daughter ? 
Was not this, in her eyes, the greatest height of excel- 
lence the little one could attain ? 

Lady Clinton returned to the Castle, exhausted and 
worn-out with fatigue. The long walk and drenching 
rain after the heat of a burning July sun had, as 
Gertrude feared, been too much for her, and she 
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immediately went to bed, complaining of violent 
headache. 

" A good rest will make me all right again, I dare- 
say," said Lady Beatrice, smiling faintly through the 
pain. 

But when morning came Lady Beatrice was flushed 
and restless ; a physician was summoned in all haste, 
and from him the terrified household learned that 
their dear young mistress was stricken with fever. 

Six weeks she lay between life and death ; and 
every morning, a pale trembling woman with two chil- 
dren, came to hear the latest tidings from the sick room. 
The poor and every inhabitant of the village wished 
her well, and prayed fervently for her recovery. At 
last the clouds cleared away, God heard the voices 
of those poor people, and restored their friend to 
them. 

Her recovery was an occasion for a general thanks- 
giving throughout the village, and when she was 
again able to appear in the little church, beside her 
mother and husband and two little ones, every 
countenance was lighted up with joy. A heavenly 
radiance rested on Lady Beatrice's face, as descending 
from the carriage, she was received by all her little 
orphans, who dressed in their best, came to strew her 
path with flowers. 
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Before the service commenced, a hymn of praise, 
composed in honour of Lady Beatrice by the school- 
master, was sung by the children, who joined in it 
heart and soul. The clergyman preached a simple 
and eloquent discourse on the beauty of the Divine 
gift of charity, in which many allusions to Lady Clin- 
ton's virtues came in quite naturally. 

Soon afler, the Lady Beatrice gave a fi^te to all the 
village children. They assembled on the spacious 
lawn in front of the Castle, where immense tables had 
been spread out under the shade of the trees, and 
loaded with every kind of dainty. Lady Clinton her- 
self presided, and made every little heart beat more 
jo3rfully than it had done before, by the kind words of 
wisdom, which, like little white-winged seeds of happi- 
ness, fell from her lips, and brought forth fruit even as 
they fell. 

After dinner, there were plenty of amusing games 
for both girls and boys, and in the evening, little 
Mabel opened the dance with George Bell, Gertrude's 
eldest son. This happy day was long remembered 
by all, especially the thoughtfulness and kindness of 
the Lady Beatrice towards her guests, whom she 
treated with as much honour, as if they had been her 
equals in rank, and when winter again came round, 
and she left the Castle to stand deserted and lonely for 

G 
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other six months, the poor people often looked up at 
the closed windows of the hospitable dwelling, and 
said: 

'^ If there were fires in those chimneys, no one 
would feel the cold for five miles round 1 " 




CHAPTER X. 



not through the heat alsamn 
□ ot IhrouKh the coM iipring i 
lit til] the Butumn comu 



■ADY CLINTON'S poor people, and es- 
pecially her orphan children, missed her 
presence sadly, for; though she left a sum 
of money each year in the hands of her agent to 
be appropriated to their use, it was not always 
expended as it should have been, and she alone 
had the art of distributing charity in such a manner 
as to double its value. It demands a keen intelli- 
gence, as well as delicacy and kindness of heart, 
and then nothing can be more perfectly beantiliil 
than its works. 

The little children of the orphan-home felt this 
.without being able to explain it, for, though they 
were still treated the same, they never felt the same 
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Maoej cannot case all ciils, tmt sweet phj dieds a 
liffjliiig bohn into cvaj breast. UnfiHtmiatdy for the 
oq>haiiSy as Ladj Cfintoa's diildrengrev in jeaiSy she 
§Ofand it neces& ar y for their education to pfolong her 
absence fonn the Castle. She vonld have liked to 
teacii her little pd a litde while longer h^sd^ and 
to keep her son near her as long as possible, but they 
were now beyond diat 

During die winter the Inother and sista received 
lessons from excellent masteis, but their mother always 
assisted; and in summer, when they returned to the 
country, she alone was their in stiuctr ess, for her 
dearest wish was to educate her daughter herself, and 
engrave on the heart of her Mabel the divine pre- 
cepts which regulated her own life. When she was 
late in returning to the Castle, her absence was de- 
plored by all Clifden. Blessed and respected by 
every one, there was nowhere she was more beloved 
than in the shoemaker's family. Every day, as 
Gertrude's children knelt to say their prayers, they 
would say innocently — 

" And now, mother, let us ask God to send my 
lady to-morrow." And Gertrude smiled as she kissed 
her darlings, and joined her prayer with theirs. * 

But there came a year when Gertrude's family 
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could no longer look forward to Lady Clinton's 
return, which they had always hailed with delight 
Peter had an uncle called Thomas Bell, who lived 
about twenty miles from the village of Clifden, in 
good circumstances, and proprietor of the house in 
which he lived. But he was a widower and now an 
old man, and since the marriage of a niece who had 
lived with him, he had no one to keep his house or 
take care of him. So, in this embarrassment he wrote 
to his nephew, and proposed that he should come 
with his family and live with him. His customers, he 
said, were more numerous and richer than Feter*s, 
and he would be quite content to give them up to 
Peter, for a small share in the profits; and in con- 
clusion, he held out to his nephew the hope that he 
would make him heir of all that he had. 

Peter could not refuse such a good offer, and so he 
decided, though not without some difficulty, to leave 
Clifden ; and some da3rs after, he and his wife and 
children set off for the little town of Grimsdon. 

The Uncle Thomas was a vain, selfish man, and 
very proud of the money and property he possessed, 
and he took good care to impress on all around him 
its worth and value. 

Gertrude immediately perceived that his nature and 
dispositions were entirely different from what she had 
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been accustomed to, and foresaw that she would have 
much to endure from this old man, who instead of 
being a friend and protector to her family, threatened 



to become a tyrant In a very short time, Thomas 
began to reproach Gertrade with her poverty, and even 
went the length of blaming Peter for having married 
her. 

Too gentle and amiable to reply to those malicious 
attacks, the poor woman often dropped many a silent 
tear, which little Charles did his best to dry away 
with his childish kisses. 

Then she would press this child, who seemed to 
love and understand her better than any one, closer to 
her heart, and thank God who had sent him to her. 
He was an unceasing joy and consolation, and when 
she heard his clear, ringing laugh, mingled with the 
voices of his brothers and sisters, it seemed as if some 
one whispered softly in her ear, 
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"Well done, this child's smile is the approval of 
Heaven ! " 

Little Charlie showed to his adopted mother, not 
the tenderness of a son, but that of a daughter, so 
devoted was he to her, and so sensible and gentle. 

Younger and more delicate than the other children, 
he was nursed with greater care and attention, and it 
was quite a happiness for the mother and son to be 
together. Jack, now a strong,. active boy, brave as a 
young lion, went into the country doing messages for 
his father, and feared neither fatigue nor danger. His 
narrow escapes and adventures often amused his uncle 
and inade him laugh, and so he preferred Jack before 
all the rest of them ; while he repulsed little Charlie, 
who was always beside his mother, either threading 
her needle or reading aloud some pretty little story 
during his play-hours. 

Thomas Bell did not know that Charles did not 
belong to his nephew's family ; for since the day that 
Peter had taken the little outcast to his home, he had 
never spoken of his adoption. If Thomas had known 
this, he might even have turned the poor child to the 
door, so great was his antipathy towards him. 

Charles, who was more lively than his brothers, often 
irritated and displeased him by giving witty answers 
to his rebukes, without any respect for either the age 
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or dignity of Mr Thomas, and making those who 
heard them laugh. This enraged Thomas beyond 
measure, and made him dislike the child more than 
ever, and so he determined to use his influence with 
his nephew against him. Very often Charles was sent 
supperless to bed by his father, for having answered 
his grand-uncle too familiarly. Gertrude endured all 
this silently, hardly daring to take Charlie's part, for 
whom the uncle accused her, very unjustly, of having 
a preference. 

Georjge, Peter's eldest son, was already able to give 
his father a good deal of help in business. His two 
sisters, Jane and Christina, were apprenticed to a dress- 
maker. Jack carried the boots home and went many 
other messages ; Charlie alone did nothing for him- 
self, and so Uncle Thomas gave him the name of the 
" ne'er-do-weel," although he had gained many prizes 
at school, and was quite as clever and persevering as 
the others, though not so old 



CHAPTER XI. 



Here we burden'd with litiE weight of pain, 
mdii or more, we would oimelvu camplaiD-" 

IHE old shoemaker at last resolved to try and 
separate Gertrude from the society of her 
youngest son. 
There are some men who, though not perhaps 
really wicked, allow their evil passions to get such an 
ascendancy over them, that they do quite as much 
evil during the time their malicious tempers last as if 
they were so ; such was Thomas BelL 

One evening, when supper was finished and the 
children were in bed, Gertrude took her knitting and 
sat down near the table where Thomas was smoking 
his pipe, and Peter amused himself with carving wood- 
work. 
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" Can you tell me how old your youngest son is, 
Peter?" commenced Uncle Thomas. 

" My youngest I " said Peter; "he is not very far 
on yet" 

" Farther than you think, perhaps ; he is past ten 
now." 

" Ten I " exclaimed Gertrude, looking up from her 
work. " He is only nine three weeks ago." 

" Well, let it be ; we will say nine, though there is 
not so very much difference. He is no great baby 
now, and when I was his age I earned my own living; 
there were only three children too, and my father 
married a wife who brought him a nice little bit of 
ground on her wedding-day ; " and he looked at Ger- 
trude, who sewed quietly on without saying a word. 

" You see," he continued^ turning to Peter, " it is 
necessary to think of all those things when one 
marries. But children are never too young to work; 
if they have two hands, they will soon learn to use 
them. It is more according to Master Charles's ideas 
to remain idle, perhaps, but you should make him 
work. You have fed him long enough ; let him take 
care of himself now 1 " 

" But what could he do ? " said Gertrude. " He is 
as delicate as a little flower, and when he is walking, 
a very little distance tires him. Jack is a strong little 
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fellow^ and can bear four times the fatigue. When 
he is a little older " 

'' When he is a little older \ I should just like to 
see all the wonders he will do. He will eat his. 
father's bread till he is twenty-five years old, if he 
can." 

" But, wife, do you not remember how you used to 
take care of Mrs Smith's cows, when you were only 
twelve years old ?'' 

" But he is not nearly twelve yet, and then I had 
no mother, and he has." 

" He hasn't, any more tlian you had," said Peter ; 
''for Charles is not our son after all, though I 
believe you almost love him better than your own 
children." 

" He is not your son I " interrupted Uncle Thomas, 
somewhat astonished at this intimation; '' by my faith, 
what a fool you are to burden yourself with other 
people's children, and you too many of your own ! 
But never mind, the deed is done, — ^now we must 
look out for some way of ridding you of this little 
nuisance." 

Gertrude's face flushed crimson with anger as she 
heard the cruel words. " No, uncle," she said, firmly, 
" we will never send him away, for we love him just 
as much as if he were our own." 
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" Stay, wife," said Peter, " our uncle is not wrong 
after alL We have done enough for him, now that we 
have fed and clothed him for nine years, and it is 
time he was showing himself grateful" 

**Hush, hush, Peter r* said Gertrude, hearing, a 
slight noise come from the next room where the 
children slept ; " oh, I hope he has not heard.*' 

" It doesn't matter whether he hears or not," cried 
Thomas, as loud as he could ; " Charles is not your 
son, and he must know it some day or other — the 
sooner the better, it seems to me." 

" We must never, never tell him," murmured Ger- 
trude; "it would take away all the good that has 
been done, to let him know the truth ; you promised 
me this once, Peter." 

"And what diflference would it make if he did 
know, wife ? Do you expect him to get part of our 
property, and always remain with the others ? " 

" You do not love him as you used to do," said 
Gertrude, sadly ; " Grimsdon has changed you very 
much." 

"You mean to say / have changed him, and 
perhaps you are right," said Thomas. " I have 
cured Peter of his simplicity, I think ; and if I had 
not showed him one or two things worth knowing, he 
would have been as poor as Job yet." 
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* 
" It would perhaps have been better for us all if 

he were ; there are other things of more value than 
money. But never mind ; what do you wish to do 
about it ? " 

** Here is my proposal," said Thomas. " I know a 
farmer's wife who has cows and cattld to look after in 
summer time, and she keeps a small boy for the pur- 
pose. Why not send Charles there ? " 

"Is it far?" 

" It is at Rosehill, a farm not far from Clifden, 
where you lived before you came here." 

" Yes," said Gertrude, with a sigh ; " and when I 
wished to see him, I would have to walk twenty 
miles ! " 

But she knew her husband's mind was made up on 
the subject, and so, without saying any more, she 
lighted a candle to go to bed. In passing through the 
boy's room, where Jack and George were busy snor- 
ing with all their might, Gertrude stole softly to the 
side of Charlie's bed. The child was very pale, and 
one pearly tear-drop glistened on his cheek; the 
mother stooped down, and kissed his white forehead. 

Charlie opened his large blue eyes full of tears, and 
raising himself up in bed, threw his arms round his 
mother^s neck, and whispered in a trembling voice : 
*'I know it all 1 I am not your son, dear mother." 
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" Hush, my chUd," said Gertrade, putting her hand 
on Charlie's mouth. '' You are now my son more than 
ever you were, a son given to me by the good God to 
keep my heart from breaking." 

" But he will send me away, — my father, I mean," 
said Charlie, after sobbing for some time in silence 
upon his mother's breast *' I will not wait for that, 
I will not eat any more of the food he casts up to me. 
I will go away at ohce, and I will regret nothing but 
leaving you, my own, dear, kind mother." 

" You must always call me mother, Charlie dear, 
for I have loved you as my own child, and have 
never made any difference between you and the rest. 
No, dear boy, your father loves you too ; only be 
patient, and it will be all right again ; it is only Uncle 
Thomas who has done all this. To-morrow I will 
speak to him about it, and you will just do as I wish. 
You will go to Katherine Jones's house, and your 
father will come and see you along with me, and will 
be quite satisfied, I am sure. Tell me, Charlie ; speak 
to your poor mother, and promise her that you will do 
what she wishes." 

" Yes, oh yes, my mother, my good, kind mother!" 
cried the child, laying his head lovingly on Gertrude's 
shoulder. ** Yes, I will do all you wish, because I 
love you, and you are so sweet and kind. Oh why 
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did God not let mc be your sun 1 I was so happy, 
and now I am so miserable ! " 

" If they had listened to me, you would never have 
known this, but the will of God has been otherwise. 
Be comforted, dear child, and I wiU try always to be 
a. mother to you." 



She pressed the poor weeping boy again to her 
heart, and mingled her kisses with soft kind words, 
and after having tucked* him all cosily in for the n^hl^ 
she went quietly to bed. 

George and Jack still slept soundly, and Charlie 
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was somewhat comforted. Gertrude's love had 
soothed and consoled his heart, and he slept with his 
mother's image before his eyes, and her name upon his 
lips. 

It was just daybreak when Charlie awoke, but he 
dressed himself with all speed, and went and knocked 
at his mother's door. She opened it immediately, for 
she had slept even less than Charlie, and her weaiy 
eyes and pale cheeks showed how worn-out she was. 
She had been up and dressed for some little time, and 
was now folding some of her son's clothes into a 
brown paper parcel 

" Here you are already, my dear one," she said ; 
"how are you up so early? Your father is at work, 
we will go and speak to him now. Only be gentle 
and polite, and above all, listen to him when he 
speaks, and if Uncle Thomas is there and says any- 
thing to you, be sure and answer respectfully. He is 
your grand-uncle, he is old too, and young people 
should always reverence old age." 

Gertrude then took the child by the hand, and led 
him away to her husband's workshop. 

" Here is Charlie, all ready to go away, husband," 
said she, bringing the boy forward ; " he is ready to do 
what you wish, and to leave us if you think it neces- 
sary." 
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" Do you want to go to Mrs Jones's, Charlie ? " 
asked Peter. 

** Yes," answered Charlie, " if I may come and see 
my mother sometimes." 

** That will depend upon your behaviour ; if you are 
good and obedient you will come and see us some- 
times, and if not, you will not." 

"I will be very good though, for my mother^s 
sake." 

" Yes, but you have never been a servant yet, and 
perhaps you do not know what it is. If you are not 
obedient — ^beware of blows." 

" They will not beat my Charlie," said Gertrude. 
** Never fear ! Why have you frightened the child, 
Peter ? They surely will not be cruel enough to beat 
such a little boy. Is he not sad enough at leaving 
us without looking forward to that ? " 

'' They wiU not get the chance of beating me twice, 
at any rate," said Charlie, with flashing eyes. 

" And why, or how?" asked the shoemaker. 

" Because I would run away." 

"You! And where would you run to, my poor 
child ? You would die of hunger on the road." 

" I would come ho—" 

" Home ; yes, say home, my son," said Gertrude. 
" Your home is here, and you will always find your 
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mother ready to welcome you. Peter," continued 
she, addressing the shoemaker, '' why tease the child ? 
He has come here to say good-bye to you before 
going away, and instead of taking him in your arms 
and kissing him, you frighten him and torment him. 
Come, husband, speak to him kindly ; do not make 
little hearts sad, for they remember it so long, and 
will have enough of sorrow by and by. Go, Charlie, 
promise your father to be good, and kiss him." 

Charlie held up his cheek to the shoemaker, and 
Peter kissed it twice. 

" I do not wish you to go, my child,** he said. " I 
am no tyrant, and would not like to vex either you 
or your mother. It is Uncle Thomas who thinks we 
are not rich enough to keep children doing, nothing. 
Our Jack is busy; you must do as he does; and if 
you like your work, so much the better; then there 
will be no disputing about it I will go and see Mr 
Jones myself, and to-morrow you will be in time 
enough ; and now that is all." 

" Thank you, Peter," said Gertrude. " He will rise 
early to-morrow morning, and get his walk over 
before the heat of the day commences." 
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** Now in thy youth, beseech of Him 
Who giveth, upbraiding not, 
That His light in thy heart become not dim. 

And His love be unforgot ; 
And thy God, in the darkest of days will be 
Greenness, and beauty, and strength to thee." 

— Bbrnakd Barton. 

|T four o'clock next morning the shoemaker's 
house was astir. Charlie, patient and 
obedient, concealed his grief from his 
mother as well as he could, and dressed himself 
hastily; his sisters sat sadly watching him in one 
comer of the room, and Jack sighed and sobbed by 
turns in another, while George, the eldest and most 
sensible, did his best to try and console them. Those 
children all loved Charlie tenderly, he was so gentle 
and kind, and they were so much stronger and bigger 
than he. 

When they were all assembled in the kitchen, 
Gertrude cut a piece of bread and put it before her 
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son, along with a bowl of nice warm milk; but 
Charlie*s appetite was gone, and he felt a great 
lump sticking in his throat as if it would choke 
him. 

" Eat it, my son," whispered his mother, as Charlie 
pushed his breakfast from him untasted, '*it is the last 
I shall give you." 

Charlie let a tear fall into his milk, as he dipped in 
his bread and tried to eat it 

" It won't go down, mother, there 's no use trying," 
and he went to say good-bye to his father and Uncle 
Thomas. 

"I hope, *ne'er-do-weel,' you will not always deserve 
the name," said the latter, with a sneer. 

Charlie was too sorrowful to reply to this speech ; 
he only went slowly out at the door and along the 
road, accompanied by his mother and the children in 
silence. George carried the parcel containing his 
brother's clothes, Christina, the younger of the sisters, 
a basket full of cherries for Charlie's lunch, and Jack 
took hold of his hand and trudged manfully by his 
side. 

No one broke the silence till they arrived at the 
place where four roads met, the spot at which they 
had agreed to part Charlie then threw his arms 
round his mother; the poor woman, who had been 
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able to contain herself till then, burst into a flood of 
tears. 

" Good-bye, my son ; you were the last to come and 
the first to go, but your mother will always think of 
you. Oh, my Father !" cried she, raising her eyes to 
heaven, " I give him to You ; he leaves me, but be 
Thou ever near ; bless our child, watch over and com- 
fort him." And the little sisters repeated " Amen " 
with quivering voices. 

Gertrude then handed to her son a paper folded in 
four ; it was a letter to Katherine Jones. 

After having received his sisters' kisses, Charlie 
took his basket of cherries, and drawing himself from 
his mother's arms with a strong effort, he set off on 
his weary journey with George, who was to accompany 
his brother. 

They walked quickly on for five or ten minutes, 
and then Charlie turned round to take another last 
long look. A good way off now, he saw his mother 
standing watching him, and waving her white hand- 
kerchief to him. He would have run back again had 
not George detained him, and taking hold of his arm, 
persuaded him to continue his journey. Charlie, after 
waiting till she was out of sight, and his own eyes 
were again dim with tears, walked on with his brother. 
After many rests on the wayside, they arrived at Rose- 
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hill Farm about mid-day. The only person they saw 
in the common parlour, or kitchen, was a young lady, 
dressed in a clean white print, who asked them what 
they wanted. 

" We have come to see Mrs Jones," replied George. 
'* I have brought my brother, whom she expects to-day, 
and here is a letter for her also." 

" She is not at home to day ; may I read the letter 
for her?" 

*' Oh yes, if you like, miss," said George. 

The lady took the letter, opened it, and this is 
what she read : — 

" My dear Mrs Jones, — 

'^ As you already know, my husband is anxious to 
send you our youngest son, to look after the cows or 
do any other little thing about the farm. I know you 
are a good, kind mother, but I must ask you to treat 
our little one very gently, for he is very small for his 
age, and not strong, and the dear little fellow is so sad 
to leave home. I will be very grateful to you if you 
will only be kind to him, for he is very obedient, and 
will do all that you tell him most willingly. If he 
does not behave himself as he ought to do, send him 
back to us, but do not punish him, for he is too 
young and delicate for that And now, that is all I 
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have to ask : I have always taken such care of this 
child, and we all love him so much ! Excuse me, 
and believe me to be, your very humble servant, 

" Gertrude Bell." 

" Gertrude Bell ! is she your mother, my child ? " 
asked the lady, when she had finished the letter. 

" Yes — ^no, yes ; she said she would always be my 
mother," gasped Charlie. 

" And which of you has she sent here, little one, 
you or your brother ? " 

" Oh, it is me ; for Uncle Thomas called me idle, 
and said I must work." 

"Then your mother need not be anxious about 
you — I will look after you. But, let me see, do you 
not remember me?" continued the lady, taking hold 
of Charlie's two hands and looking straight into his 
blue eyes. " You have grown since then, to be sure ; 
but I think you are my little friend Jack?" 

" No ; I am Charlie, Jack is at home, but I am not 
to stay there any longer, because I am not their son ; 
mother only found me and took me home, because I 
had no one to love me 1" 

"Do not cry. Mother Gertrude loves you," said 
the lady. " Can you read ? You will see what she 
says there !" and she gave the letter to the child. 
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Cbailie sat foi a long time spelling over the words 
written by Gertrude's unaccustomed hand ; when he 
had finished, a bright smile was on his face, and he 
pressed the paper to his lips. 



" Oh, how good my dear mother is I " he cried. 

" And now, Charlie, listen to me j never say again 
that Gertrude is not your mother ; she is, and if she 
thinks so, you must too." 

"Oh, yes; I will always think so." 

*' And I will take care of you here ; this fann be- 
longs to me. I like your mother, and I will love you 
for her sake. Have you forgotten Lady Beatrice ?" 

" No — oh no ; we speak of you so often, and Jack 
is always wishing to see you again ; he calls you the 
beautiful lady. But are you the farmer's wife?" 

No," SEud Lady Beatrice, " I have let my farm to 
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Mr Jones, who is to be your master. I will speak to 
him about you, and if you are a good little boy, I will 
ask him to let you go every Sunday to see your 
mother, and I will lend you a little pony to ride 
on!" 

"Oh, thank you, thank you, my lady; you are 
always so good. My mother always prays for you, 
and me too. and I will obey you like her." 

And so Charlie was happier in his new home than 
he had ever hoped to be, for there were kind eyes 
watching over him, and kind hands to help him too. 
He was young enough to be entrusted with the care 
of the cattle ; but, at first, they gave him charge of the 
sheep, and the boy began his work next day, with a 
cheerful heart 
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" Teach me to bless ray lowly lot, 
Confined to this paternal cotf 

Remote from regal state ; 
Content to court the cooling glade, 
Inhale the breeze, enjoy the shade. 
And love my humble fate." 

— Hannah Morb. 




|UT the sheep needed looking after on Sun- 
days as well as other days, and Charlie who 
had been very patient and obedient all the 
week, felt his heart very sad and heavy when he saw 
his companions set out with their parents to church, 
nicely dressed in their best clothes. 

Seated in the large meadow, where his flock was 
feeding, he watched the happy groups as they passed 
along the road. He alone had no one near to love 
him and speak to him ; his mother was now a long 
way off, and he could not see her kind eyes or feel 
her warm kisses ; he was desolate and lonely, his only 
comforter being his dog, that from time to time came 
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and licked his hand, as if to assure Charlie of his 
sympathy. 



All at once a cloud of dust appeared on the road, 
and in the midst of it, Charlie saw a carriage drawn 
by two beautiful horses advancing rapidly. Near the 
meadow it stopped, and a pretty girl of fourteen 
jumped out and approached the little shepherd. 
" Charlie," said she, " we are going to see your 
mother ; what shall we say to her from you ? " 

" My mother I " repeated the astonished boy, look- 
ing at the beautiful girl standing before him, dressed 
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in silk, blue as the clouds of heaven, ** are you going 
to see her, my lady ? " 

The child laughed merrily at receiving this title for 
the first time. 

** Would you like to write to her ?** she asked. " I 
will give you a pencil and piece of paper." 

"You look very much surprised, Charlie," said 
Lady Beatrice, advancing. ''This is my daughter, 
and she is going with me to see your mother, and tell 
her how you are getting on." 

" My lady, will you tell her that I love her, and 
that I love you too ?" said the boy, with childish sim- 
plicity. 

'' Oh, but you must write to your mother," said 
Mabel, holding out her pencil and paper, ''and here 
is my book to write upon." 

Charlie was a good while in finishing his little 
letter, and after placing a kiss on it he handed it to 
Lady Beatrice. 

" WiU you tell mother, that there is a kiss on her 
name and one on yours, and she must write me back 
a letter." 

"Yes, she will send you an answer. Good-bye, 
Charlie. About six o'clock I will bring you an 
answer." And in a few minutes the boy's kind friend 
was rapidly borne from his sight, and he sat listening 
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to the distant echo of the horses' hoofs, as they trotted 
briskly along the road he also would fain have 
taken. 



The minutes and hours seemed to drag along very 
slowly, and Charlie began to count them very impa- 
tiently. Six o'clock sounded from the vilkge church, 
but still the Lady Beatrice had not returned. 

" She must have forgotten me," said the poor child, 
" and my answer will never come," 

" Here is the answer," cried a happy voice behind 
him, "and here are mother's kisses for you 1" 

It was Jack ! Lady Beatrice had brought him back 
in her carnage, and he had got out, at the entrance 
to the wood, wishing to give his brother an agreeable 
surprise. 

Jack's pockets were filled with cherries for Charlie, 
and he had also part of a cold turkey, which Lady 
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Beatrice had ordered to be made ready at the Farm. 
So the two hungry little boys sat down on the grass 
and ate their dainty supper while they talked of home 
and their mother. Jack shared his brother's bed of 
clean straw in the stable that night, and it was a happy 
one for both of them. 

He departed next day, promising to return often, 
and each time he came he brought kind sweet words 
to Charlie from his mother, and beautiful fruit 
gathered for him by his sisters. 

Lady Beatrice went to Grimsdon very often on the 
Sundays, and she always brought back with her either 
Jack or his sisters, and sometimes the whole three. 
The children thought it very pleasant to drive along 
the beautiful roads in such a fine carriage, though they 
hardly dared to sit down on the soft silken cushions. 
No one was surprised to see the poor children there, 
for they all knew that the Lady Beatrice must be 
doing some good work. 

The Lady Beatrice's children, as they grew up, 
showed that they were worthy of such a mother, and 
that her care and instruction had not been in vain. 
At fourteen, Mabel promised to be as beautiful as her 
mother, and as good too ; for she joined in all her 
charitable works. 

Often when the Lady Beatrice was detained at 
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home by any of her numerous duties, Mabel went with 
her governess to visit the poor people in the village. 
Accustomed at an early age to the sight of misery, the 
young girl took great delight in relieving distress of 
every kind. Her mother had always taught her to 
regard the exercise of charity, not as a duty, or a 
sacrifice, but simply as a pleasure. If Mabel wished 
to devote her pocket money to any poor little child 
who was in want, Lady Clinton only allowed it if her 
masters could testify to her diligence and perse- 
verance in her studies. There were still many 
little faults in her character, and those the Lady 
Beatrice made it her study to search out and correct ; 
but with all gentleness and tenderness, for she did not 
wish to check the innocent frankness of her daughter, 
or to banish the lively natural smile from her rosy 
lips. Mabel did not possess the same tenderness of 
heart as her mother, but she was kind, generous, and 
sympathising, and it was easy to foresee, that when 
she came to have trials, from which neither riches nor 
virtue are exempt, her soul would find strength firom 
Heaven to fight against her troubles, and support her 
under all her crosses. 

Eustace Clinton, at ten years of age, was a beautifiil 
boy, but melancholy and pensive as the angels of 
Raphael. If Mabel with her violet eyes and shining 
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daik hair resembled her father, Eustace, with his 
gentle sweetness, delicate features, and bright smile, 
was the image of his mother. His love for her was a 



sort of passionate woiship, and often as he sat gazing 
at her, his eager eyes would suddenly overflow with 
tears. 

It was a sad day when Eustace had to bid his loved 
home farewell and set out for college. As long as 
the faraJly were in town he saw his mother often, but 
when summer came round, and he was left alone for 
two months and a half, Eustace felt something like 
despur in his heart His companions laughed at him 
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for being so sensitive and domesticated, and the boy 
called all his courage together, and tried to feel more 
like a man, and more worthy to be called one, though 
he had no wish to foiget his home, or the mother he 
loved so tenderly. 

Meanwhile the holidays rapidly approached, and 
Sir Lionel set out to meet his dear son. Lady 
Clinton did not wish to leave Mabel, who was suffer- 
ing from a feverish attack ; and as her husband had 
some important business to transact in London, he 
left eight days sooner, promising his wife and daughter 
to bring Eustace back with him as soon as the holi- 
days commenced. 




-" ^ 






CHAPTER XIV. 

" Sow ; and look onwaid, upward, 
Where the starry light appears — 
Where, in spite of the coward's doubting, 

Or your own heart's trembling fears, 
You shall reap in joy the harvest 
You have sown to-day in tears." 

— ^Adelaide A. Procter. 




|S soon as Sir Lionel departed, Lady Beatrice 
began to fatigue and exhaust herself in the 
service of the poor, and to distribute her 
wealth with lavish hands. 

One night she retired to rest very much fatigued, 
but she had hardly closed her eyes when she was 
roused by the sound of the village bell tolling quickly, 
and then loud voices and hurried footsteps. She rose 
immediately, threw on her dressing-gown, and called 
her maid. 

"What is the matter, Julia?" she asked of the poor 
girl, who stood before her pale and trembling. 
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** Oh, my lady, it is fire ! And the worst of it is, 
those poor people have no one to help them, for all 
the men are away at the harvest.'' 

" Fire ! Where is it ? Are the servants awake ? " 

'* Yes, my lady, Benson has raised them all; listen, 
my lady, to the noise ! " 

Beatrice went out to the balcony of the Castle, and 
from there she saw the lurid flames of the fire roaring 
and raging on the left side of the village, while con- 
fused voices and cries of distress were wafted to her 
listening ear. 

" How unfortunate that we are women I what can 
we do at a time like this? Never mind though, 
Julia, I shall go down to the village at any rate, and 
see what is going on, and that everything is properly 
arranged. Do not leave my daughter, and do, not 
let her be frightened. Perhaps I shall be able to 
encourage them, if I can do nothing else." 

The Lady Beatrice set out alone, without listen- 
ing to Julia's representations or remonstrances. She 
hastened to the spot from whence the flames issued, 
but what a sight met her eyes ! 

The pretty white house, surrounded by the beauti- 
ful garden, which she had converted into a happy 
home for desolate orphans, this dear house, the object 
of her most earnest attention, and the source of her 
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greatest delight, was now only a flaming heap of 
ruins. 

In front of it stood a shivering, trembling flock of 
little children, looking with terrified eyes at their 
burning house, and clinging to each other while they 
wept bitterly and watched its destruction. The fumP 
ture had been thrown out at the windows, the glass 
of which was all broken, the wood burnt, and the 
walls themselves were crumbling away. 

The Lady Beatrice appeared in the midst of it all, 
encouraging and cheering those who were endeavour- 
ing to stop the devouring flames. She asked if any 
of the children were hurt, and wrapped them up in 
the blankets which lay scattered at her feet. 

" Willie, Willie I " sobbed one of those little chil- 
dren. 

" What are you wanting with Willie, my child, and 
where is he ? " 

No one had had time to listen to the plaintive voice, 
or dry the child's tears, before. 

" He is there, up there," continued the child, point- 
ing to one of the windows; ''he is too little to come 
out He will die ; oh, poor Willie ! '* 

" Where is Willie ? " cried Lady Beatrice ; " is there 
any little boy here called Willie ?" 

No answer. 



138 THE gTORY OF TWO I-IVEg 

"Are all the children saved?" asked she of those 
around her; but none knew positively. Presently, 
however, a piteous cry came out of the burning house. 

"There is a child there stiUT* cried the Lady 
Beatrice. And without consulting any one, she 
darted to the ladder that stood against the wall, and 
scorning all idea of danger, mounted it 

" Stop, stop, my lady," cried voices from all sides, 
" you will never come out alive." 

" The child's life is in my hands, and I must save 
itl" 

She went rapidly up the steps of the ladder and 
arrived at the first story. AU eyes were turned to- 
wards her, and the assembled multitude held their 
breath in an agony of suspense, as she disappeared in 
a doud of smoke, and they threw themselves on their 
knees in the midst of the ruins and prayed fervently 
for her safety. 

A few seconds of horrible suspense, and she re-ap- 
peared on the top of the house with a child in her 
arms. As soon as they saw her, the crowd uttered 
a loud cry of joy. But when the Lady Beatrice 
placed her foot on the first step of the ladder, it gave 
way. At the same time a mass of flame and smoke 
came fi'om behind her, plainly showing that there was 
no chance of escape that way. Lady Clinton paused 
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between those two dangers and looked at the child 
with anguish. 

" Throw him down I throw him down 1 " cried the 
people, and they spread out mattresses to receive the 
child. Lady Clinton did as she was told, and little 
Willie was received into the arms of a woman. 

The mattress was then held up by the men to catch 
Lady Beatrice, and she, worn-out and exhausted, fell 
into it unconscious and lifeless. 

It was a beautiful but melancholy sight which fol- 
lowed this scene of horror. As the brightness of the 
fire died away with the first rays of the morning light, 
six men bearing in their strong arms a litter formed 
of branches of the trees, covered with a mattress 
draped with white, bore the Lady Beatrice's senseless 
form to her home. Her beautiful hair hung over her 
shoulders and lay on her breast a rippling, shining 
mass of gold. A heavenly radiance rested on her pale 
features, it did not look like the calm of death, but 
only the weakness of a mortal body which has yielded 
to the strong will of the great, noble soul within. 

Men, women, children, and servants formed a silent 
and melancholy train • When they arrived at the Castle 
they bore her in their arms to her room and laid her on 
her bed ; then she opened her eyes, and instinctively 
put her hand to her head, where the flames had 
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scorched her a little. The doctor who watched by 
her daughter's bedside bandaged her forehead and 
wounded ann, but for a whole day she lay still and 
unconscious. 



" Take care of my poor orphans," were the first 
words that fell from her lips. 

The children were well looked alter ; every house 
in the village had opened their hearts and homes to 
them, and welcomed and sheltered them with tender 
care. Little Willie was henceforth considered as a 
precious being, and one of no small importance, for 
his life had been saved at the risk of the Lady 
Beatrice's. 

The next day, an old man, followed by most of the 
inhabitants of Clifden, arrived at the Castle. Lady 
CUnton was up, though very weak and exhausted, 
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and received them in the drawing-room, reclining on 
a couch j her forehead was bandaged, but she was 
smiling as usual. 

" My lady," said the old man, twisting his hat about, 
in his hands with embarrassment, ''a great misfortune 
happened yesterday, but it would have been a great deal 
worse if the good God above had not protected you 
and brought you safely out of the flames. We are very 
grateful to Him, and we have been thinking that those 
little children, whom you love so much, are now with^ 
out a home, and very poor; we would all like to help 
you, my lady, in your good work : we are not rich, 
but we can all do a little. It is not much, my lady, 
but if you will only be kind enough to accept it, it 
will always help to rebuild their house," and the old 
man presented Lady Clinton with a purse, which feU 
heavy enough, at all events. 

She rose then with tears in her eyes ; this gift of 
the poor to her little children touched her heart 
deeply. 

''Thank you, my friends," said she, holding out 
her hand to the old man, who kissed it respectfully. 
" Thank you, very much ; I will take this money so 
kindly offered to my orphans. Yes, I shall accept it, 
and I am very grateful to you. May the God above 
reward you better than I ever can, for those little 
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children Are His, and yon have helped Him in help- 
ing them," and she placed the purse on the table. 
"Bnt before rebuilding, we must look about fiist 



for some place already built, for the children must 

have a home somewhere." 

" I have one of them, my lady." 

"And I, and I," answered many voices. 

" Then for to-day and to-morrow, I beg those good 

people who have received the children, to keep them. 

I will look about for some place to make them happy 

till their own home is ready." 
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" Oh, my lady, we will take good care of them," 
answered the crowd. 

Lady Beatrice thanked them again, and this rustic 
band went away with joyful hearts, happy with the 
consciousness that they had done a kind action and 
were helping on a good work. 

When Lady Clinton at last found a nice clean 
house in the village to shelter her orphans, which be- 
longed to a well-to-do farmer, the good man would 
not consent to take any payment for it 

" No, my lady, my wife would not hear of me taking 
anything for it, even if I wished it ; I must take my 
share in your good work. I will lend this house 
which is not of any great value, but it may perhaps 
answer the purpose. You have already enough to 
do, and I shall never consent to take a penny for this 
place, — ^no, my lady, never." 

Lady Clinton's noble example of charity, which 
was one of her greatest virtues, had awakened great 
interest and sympathy, and drew money from many 
pockets which, till then, had been closely guarded. 
Beatrice's heroic courage during the fire was talked 
of by every one, and she was now looked upon 
more in the light of a guardian angel than a bene- 
factress. 

Lady Beatrice asked no one for help for her chil- 

K 
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dren, but gifts of blankets, clothing, flour, wine, and 
all sorts of things poured in from all sides. 

" There will soon be nothing left for me to do," she 
exclaimed one day when she had returned from a visit 
to the children. 

Those at the Castle smiled ; for they knew that she 
had been obliged to part with a costly lace dress, that 
she might be able to meet the expenses of building a 
new orphan-home. 




CHAPTER XV. 



— " Much Ado About Nothino." 

I FORTNIGHT after the fire. Sir Lionel re- 
turned, bringing with him his dear son, 
Eustace, loaded with honours gained at the 
university, and beating a laurel crown which he placed 
triumphantly at his mother's feet. 

Sir Lionel ordered the carriage to stop at the 
entrance gates to the Castle, where his wife and 
daughter were waiting to receive them ; he was sadly 
astonished to see a horrible scar on his wife's pure 
fcurehead, and her soft white skin covered with red 
marks. 

" What has happened to you, Beatrice ? what have 
you been doing ? " he cried, 
" Dear papa," said Mabel, " it is a long story you 
' have to hear, kiss the wound first ; it is only another 
mark of glory on dear mamma's forehead." 
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** My foolish wife!" said Sir Lionel, putting her hand 
gently through his ann. ** Most I always watch over 
you like a child?" 

As soon as they were in the house, Mabel gave her 
father and brother an eloquent description of the 
calamity, and of her mamma's courage; for although 
she had not been a witness, she had listened to the 
story often and often. When she was finished. Sir 
Lionel clasped his wife to his heart, and covered her 
wounded forehead with kisses. 

^ My good angel ! the gloiy and joy of my house ! 
how ungratefiil I have been not to bless and thank 
Crod every day for having given you to me I " 

Eustace brought his triumphant crown and laid it 
at their feet with tears and smiles, and this happy 
family blessed and praised their God for having spared 
each one of them to be re-united so joyfully. 

Together they visited the children in their new 
home; it was not nearly so pretty as the dear one 
they had lost, and the destruction of the happy dwell- 
ing had made them very sad. 

" We must rebuild their house for them, my wife," 
said Sir Lionel. 

<< It will cost a good deal of money," she said, with 
a sigh. 

*' And have you not enough ? Then I will tell you 
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what I will do. I will give up the pair of horses I 
was going to buy from Lord Gilbert, and give you the 
two hundred guineas for your house." 

" Oh, thank you, Lionel; but still that would not be 
enough ; you do not know how much it costs ! " 

" How did you do for the first one, then ? " 

"Oh, I had more money then," said Beatrice, simply. 

But Beatrice had a plan in her head, and when she 
told her husband, he quite approved of it ; and so 
Lady Clinton made two journeys to London to ac- 
complish her project. 

Very soon a great quantity of boxes arrived at the 
Castle, filled with all sorts of rare and precious articles, 
and the young ladies of Lady Clinton's acquaintance 
brought beautifiil work made by their own hands. 
The Lady Beatrice was going to institute a kind of 
lottery. In less than a month all the things were 
collected; the two hundred pounds given by Sir 
Lionel had been well laid out by Lady Beatrice. 

It was not her custom to ask any contributions for 
her poor people firom her friends and relations. But 
they knew her works, and the noble use she made of 
her wealth, and were truly glad to assist her on this 
occasion. And so the Lady Beatrice issued invita- 
tions to all her fiiends to be present at the drawing 
of the lottery tickets. 
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The immense marble gallery of the Castle was 
lighted and thrown open for this event The work 
was spread out on a spacious table, in the midst of 
which stood a basket containing the tickets. When 
all the ladies were seated, the heroes of the evening 
were brought in — the children of the Orphan-Home. 
The girls were placed on one side and the boys on 
the other; they were all dressed in their best, and 
carried flowers, which they went round and offered 
to the ladies. In a little while they were taken out 
to the lawn, and only little Willie and his sister re- 
mained to hand round the tickets. Willie had quite 
a circle of those noble, beautiful ladies round him, and 
he sat on their knees and told them his simple story 
of the sad event. 

" Oh, I was so frightened," said the child, " when 
I awoke and heard the noise of the fire and the 
water. I was all alone, and I could see nothing in 
the room for smoke, nothing at all ; and then I cried, 
and fell on the floor. I thought I was dead, and 
when Lady Beatrice came and took me in her arms, 
I thought it was an angel carrying me away to heaven. 
And then I found I was not dead or hurt, but she 
was all burnt.'* 

"Was it Lady Beatrice who saved you from the 
fire ? " asked one. 
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" Oh, yes ; look at her forehead and see how she 
is burnt ! " 

" But no one knew ! she has never told 1 " 



"Mabel, was it your mamma who saved this 
child?" asked a young lady of Lady Clinton's 
daughter. 

"Has he told you?" asked Mabel, with tears 
sparkling in her eyes. " Mamma will never speak 
about it, but nearly every one knows." 

"Yes, she has done her best to conceal her noble 
action," said the doctor, advancing; "but she carries 
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an indelible mark, an inefifaceable remembrance of her 
courage." 

This revelation, so innocently told by Willie, raised 
quite an enthusiasm in the hearts of the guests. 

" She gives even her life to charity," said one of 
Lady Clinton's friends. " And the house is destroyed 
and her precious work burnt. Well, we must not 
let it be said that she alone is generous," and taking 
her lottery ticket, she wrote upon it : " Subscription 
for the Rebuilding of the Clifden Orphan-Home," 
and put down her name for fifty pounds. 

This happy thought was a complete success, every 
one put down their names, and in less than half an 
hour, the subscription had mounted up to four 
hundred pounds. 

Lady Beatrice, surprised at this unexpected result, 
which surpassed all her expectations, thanked her 
guests most cordially. She had not refused the purse 
of the poor people, and so she abo accepted the 
offering of the rich, praising God hi her heart for 
His gift of charity. The Orphan-Home was found to 
possess sufficient funds, and the work commenced 
next day. 

The Lady Beatrice went every day to watch its 
progress and encoiurage the workmen ; they were all 
anxious to please her, and her sweet looks made their 
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labour seem lighter. She was sorry to leave the 
Castle without seeing it finished, but they assured her 
that by the month of April the children would be 
fairly installed in their new home. 

Lady Beatrice did all in her power to make them 
comfortable for the winter in the farmei^s house, and 
promismg to return early in spring, she went back to 
town with the blessing of the poor ringing in her 
ears. 






CHAPTER XVI. 



HE carriage rolled away from the Castle, and 
lef^ many sad hearts behind it; but little 
Charlie felt the Lady Beatrice's departure 
more than any one, foi she was not only his protec- 
tress, but the only source through which his mother's 
love and tenderness could reach him. 

" Perhaps, if she stays away for such a long time," 
he s^d to himself, " she will forget me, and next year 
she may never remember to go to Grimsdon." 

Those were the thoughts which filled Charlie's 
head during the silent hours he sat watching hts 
sheep. A book of botany lay beside him, but though 
he was very fond of this sdence, and had cultivated 
it successfully, he forgot to open it. It had been 
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given to him by Lady Beatrice, and the sight of it re- 
called her, and increased his sadness. 

The happiest days for him were when he had some 
sick lamb or sheep to look afler and nurse ; he loved 
his flock and his dogs, and those gentle and faithful 
animals knew their keeper, and loved him in return, 
and their affection often consoled and comforted him 
when he was sad. 

Two months passed, and Christmas-day ap- 
proached ; but Charlie had no pleasure in looking 
forward to it For the first time in his life, he would 
not be able to kiss his mother on that day, or seat 
himself at the table round which his brothers and 
sisters smiled, or go to the pretty ivy-wreathed church, 
and join his voice with theirs, in thanking and praising 
Gk>d for His goodness. But Charlie did not forget 
his prayers, and though he could not go to church 
with the rest, he knew God could hear him quite as 
well at home. 

On Christmas morning, the farmer, who liked this 
honest little fellow who did his work so cleverly, and 
had not forgotten the Lady Beatrice's request, told 
him he might go to church. 

" Why are your eyes so red this morning, my boy?" 
he asked of Charlie. " Would you like to go home, 
and see your father and mother ?" 
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" Oh yes, sir, very much ; but I need not wish for 
things I cannot get," said Charlie, making a strong 
effort to master himself. 

'' Well, go to church, at any rate, and come and 
speak to me afterwards." 

The child set out for church joyfully, but all the 
time he was there, his heart kept beating strangely, 
and he wondered what the farmer could have to say 
to him afterwards. 

Mr Jones was seated at the table in the large farm- 
kitchen with a letter before him, when Charlie re- 
turned. 

" Oh, it is you, is it ? Well here is something that 
concerns you — a letter from Lady Clinton." 

" Lady Beatrice 1 does she still think of me ? " 

*' She does more than think of you ; but listen and 
I will read you what she says. 

" * I beg you will allow my little fnend Charlie to go 
home and see his mother on Christmas-day. He has 
not been home for a long time, and I think his good 
behaviour deserves some reward. I would like to 
have given him a new jacket before I left, but I had 
not time to look after it, so will you be good enough 
to give him ten shillings from me, to do what he likes. 
Tell him also, that I have not forgotten him, and that 
I often think of him and all my other dear children.' 
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** So, 7<m see, my lady has asked me to let you go 
home, and for my part, I am quite willing to do so, 
for you are a good boy, and do your work well You 
will return to-morrow morning, and I will lend you a 
pony to ride, for it is a long way, and you needn't 
spend your holiday in walking all day. Here are the 
ten shillings from my lady, and two others you can 
keep for your journey." 

" Oh, how happy I am,** cried the little shepherd, 
who could hardly speak for joy. " My mother, my 
dear mother ! O master, how shall I thank you ?" 

" Don't say anything about it, my lad, you deserve 
your holiday," said the kind-hearted farmer. 

Charlie was not long about getting on to the pony's 
back, and with his dog, Hector, running at his side, 
he set out on his happy journey. Eleven o'clock was 
striking as he entered the little town of Grimsdon, 
and crowds of people were hurrying to church ; he 
tried to recognise his mother or sisters among the sea 
of faces that met his eyes, but he could not distinguish 
them. 

His heart bounded with joy when he reached the 
home from whose threshold he had departed last time 
with so many sorrowful tears. He tied his horse to 
an iron ring in the wall, and knocked at the door. 
There was no answer, all seemed perfectly still and 
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silent inside. Charlie raised the latch and walked 
into the deserted kitchen, thinking they must all have 
gone to church. He was about to go and join them. 



when a voice in the next room told him there was 
some one at home. 

He entered the chamber ; neat the half-open door 
sat his mother, and at her feet knelt Christina. Ger- 
trude's sweet face was paler than usual, and a large 
tear trickled slowly down her thin cheek while 
Christina tried to comfort her. Charlie's footsteps 
made them turn round. A happy smile came into his 
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mother's eyes, and she held out her arms and em- 
braced him without a word. 

** How tall and strong you have grown, my dear 
Charlie/' said she, at last, trying to smile on her son. 
" Those eight months have improved you very much!*' 

*^ But what is the matter here, dear mother ? what 
new trouble has come to you? " 

" You have arrived at a melancholy time, my son ; 
for your father is lying very ill in the next room^ and 
I am waiting here to go to him when I hear the slight- 
est noise. He is sleeping at present, and we must 
keep very quiet." 

" O mother, what is the matter with him ? " 

" God alone knows, my son ; for ten days he- has 
slept on and on, and the doctors do not know when 
he will awake." 

"Ten days! why did you never let me know, 

mother?" 

" There was no use in making you anxious, Charlie, 
and besides, I had no one to send. Jack is always 
going for medicine and other messages, and George 
is busy looking after our customers, and trying to get 
our little bills paid, for medicines cost dear, and we 
are not rich." 

Charlie drew his twelve shillings from his pocket ; 
he could not think of spending it upon himself, and 
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had been thinking during his long ride what a nice, 
wann shawl he would buy with it for his mother *, but 
now, if medicine was required for his father, the little 
boy was determined he would help to get it, and was 
just going to put the precious coins into his mother's 
hand, when a groan from the next room interrupted 
their whispered conversation, and Gertrude slipped 
into the sick-chamber. Peter had awoke from his 
painful sleep, and his wife, taking a glass of medicine, 
raised him gently and held it to his lips. 

" How do you feel now, Peter ? " she asked, softly. 
" Not well, my wife. I fear it is all over with me.'* 
" You tnust not say so, Peter. You are young and 
strong, and I am sure you will very soon be well again. 
We must only have patience. You do not know, Peter, 
that our Charlie has just arrived from the farm ; he 
has got a holiday for Christmas-day, and he is so tall 

now I would you like to see him ? " 

**Yes, let him come here. You said they were 
quite pleased with him." 

" Very much pleased. Come, Charlie, your &ther 
wishes to see you," said Gertrude, making a sign to 
the boy to come forward. 

Charlie came timidly up to his father's bed. 

" How do you do, father?" he asked, taking hold 
of Peter's hand which lay on the counterpane. 
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**Is this you, my son; axe you very well? You 

see, I *' and here Peter's voice sank, and he fell 

back on the pillow. " A drink, give me a drink I " he 
murmured. 

At this moment, Christina put her fair head in at 
the door, and advancing on tip-toe to her mother, 
whispered — 

" Here is the minister come to see father." 

"Will you see our minister, Peter?" asked 
Gertrude. 

"I do not wish to see any one; leave me in 
peace." 

Gertrude asked the clergjrman to come in. 

" I fear my husband is very ill," she said, with tears 
in her eyes. 

" Be patient and trust in God, my good woman, and 
let His will be done." 

" My dear husband," said Gertrude, ** listen to the 
minister if you can. He will speak good, kind words 
to you, which often do more good than the doctor's 
medicine. Speak to him, Peter, for the sake of your 
wife who loves you, and your dear children." 

"I am very ill, sir," said Peter, turning to the 
clergyman, "you can see I am very near death, I 
think.'' 

" You must hope in God and thank Him for all 
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the comforts you have around you, and above all, for 
your loving wife." 

" Ah 1 I know well what a good wife she is j she 
has always done her duty to me and the children. I 
am very grateful to her, and the only thing that 
troubles me is leaving her with so many young chil- 
dren, without being sure how she will live. I hope 
Unde Thomas will take care of them, but I cannot 
say. He has plans of his own, my old uncle. Look 
at those arms now, which fifteen days ago were strong 
and well enough to work for them ! " 

"You have done your duty well, my friend ; you 
have brought up five children, and that is a good 
work ; and you have taken care of one who is not 
your own, I know. This act of charity will plead for 
you in God's sight, for those good thoughts come from 
His Holy Spirit" 

The good clergyman had often sat by the dying 
bed, and he saw at a glance that the shoemaker had 
not long to remain on earth, and so he sought to 
strengthen and comfort him, by leading his thoughts 
to holy things, and raising them beyond the grave to 
the bright world above. 

Meanwhile, the children, all unconscious of the grief 
that was about to come to them, were happy at being 
once more together. Hector made their acquaintance. 
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and shared their cheese and bread with a sharpened 
appetite after his long run in the morning. Charlie 
spoke of his flock, of the Lady Beatrice, and of the 
beautiful new shillings the fanner had given him that 
morning from her. They all talked with pleasure of 
this kind and noble lady who had come so often during 
the summer to visit their humble dwelling, and each 
time had brought gladness and sunshine with hen 

" Oh, if my lady had only been here," exclaimed 
, Janet, the elder of the sisters, " she would soon have 
made my father well again 1 " 

In the evening, about supper-time. Uncle Thomas 
came into the room. 

"Oh, is this the * ne'er-do-weel ? ' Very much 
flattered by your visit, I am sure.*' 

Charlie bit his lips and did not answer; he did not 
wish to vex his mother by quarrelling with their unde, 
and so he continued lajdng the table for supper, while 
his sisters were engaged in cooking. 

"Jack," said Gertrude, a few minutes after, taking 
a shilling from her pocket, '^ I have not had time to 
get a Christmas loaf; go and buy one, my son.^' 

" Oh, mother, we will do without it this year." 

" No, no. Jack; we must have one for poor Charlie, 
it is not often he can come to see us." 

"Well, mother, there is no need of taking your 
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money for it, at any rate," said Charlie. " Let me 
buy a cake ; the fanner gave me some money all to 
myself and Lady Beatrice sent me some too; so, 
Jack, come, and we will go together and choose 
one." 

'^ Keep your money, Charlie dear, I do not wish to 
take it from you," replied the mother. 

. " O mother ! " said the child, looking at her with 
his large, sweet, earnest eyes ; " you know I have no 
use for money but to spend it for you." 

Gertrude kissed her son and let him go, and in a 
few minutes he returned with a large cake, which he 
placed in the middle of the frugal supper-table, and 
the happy children gathered round it with eager 
sparkling faces. Never had a cake tasted so sweet 
in their opinion ; but no wonder, for it was Charlie's 
cake, and bought out of one of the shining shillings 
sent him by the Lady Beatrice. 

Charlie departed next day, after making his mother 
promise to let him know how his father progressed. 
He had airived at his home with his little heart full 
of hope and happiness, and what a change he had 
found ! His father dying, his mother sad and sorrow- 
ful, and grief and anxiety for the future filling all the 
hearts of those he loved ! He let the pony walk 
slowly along the road, thinking of all those sad things. 
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while the faitbiul Hector trotted by his master's side, 
looking up at him evety now and then with his clear 
honest eyes, as if to assure him of his pity and 
sympathy. 

When Charlie anived at the Farm, he was so pale 
that the farmer feared there was something wrong with 
the boy; but the poor child told him, though not 
without many tears, how ill his lather was. In spite 
of all Gertrude's efforts to conceal their Cathei's 
danger from them, the children had read her fears 
in her face. 

At the end of the Christmas week, Jack appeared 
at the Farm one evening about eight o'clock, and 
when Charlie saw his sorrowful face, he guessed the 



truth at once. The two children threw their arma 
round each other, and wept a long time ; and they 
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spent most of the night in speaking of their dead 
father and his last words. 

" Poor father ! " said Jack, through his sobs ; " he 
called on you, Charlie, two or three times, and told 
us to give you his blessing." 

In the morning, Charlie obtained permission from 
the farmer to go back to his father's funeral. 

Two days after he returned, his heart bursting with 
grief; but he commenced his duties, and fulfilled them 
as well as usuaL Hector, his faithful friend and com- 
panion, alone knew that he was changed, for his 
master never caressed and spoke to him in the even- 
ings as he used to do. 




CHAPTER XVIL 



To weary hearts, to mourning homes, 
God's meekest angel gently comes ; 
No power has he to banish pain. 
Or give us back our lost again ; 
And yet in tenderest love, our dear 
And heavenly Father sends him here." 

—From thb German. 




[FTER Peter's death, Uncle Thomas agreed 
to allow the family to stay in his house, and 
Gertrade thankfully accepted the oflfer, for 
she hoped through time to soften the old man's heart 
by her patience and gentleness. But Uncle Thomas 
only abused her gentleness, and treated her more like 
a servant than his niece. 

Gertrude hid her grief as well as she could, but the 
children often came home and saw her eyes were red 
with weeping; yet not a word of complaint or reproach 
came from her lips. 

The farmer allowed Charlie to go home more fre- 
quently now, and though he knew his mother and he 
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were no favourites with Uncle Thomas, he never had 
an opportunity of asking her how he behaved to her 
now^ for Unde Thomas had always been in the room. 

One Sunday, he arrived at the house early in the 
morning, but was arrested at the door by the sound 
of a loud, angry voice, and that of a weak, gentle one, 
as if beseeching some favour. 

" Do you take my house for an inn ? " asked Uncle 
Thomas. " You have no more money, forsooth; so 
much the worse for you I Go and borrow it, or beg ! 
I did not come into the world to feed you and your 
children ; you are not even a good servant " 

" Do you speak to my mother in this way 1 " cried 
Charlie, opening the door. 

" Charlie 1 " said the widow, feebly. 

"Ah, you have been listening at the door, have 
you," cried Uncle Thomas, " then, take this for your 
trouble,** and he gave the boy a blow which almost 
struck him to the ground. 

Gertrude threw her arms round her son to protect 
him ; she was no longer the meek, submissive woman, 
for her spirit was thoroughly roused. 

" Wretched man, to strike my boy I " she cried. 
•* Till now, I have endured everything patiently, but I 
will not remain in this house another hour, to see my 
poor children abused." 
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*' Go then, go immediately, and if you are dying of 
hunger, I will have no pity for you," and Uncle 
Thomas closed the door violently behind him. 

Half an hour afterwards, with Charlie's assistancei 
Gertrude had gathered together all her small posses- 
sions. Charlie went for a cart to remove their 
furniture, and very soon the widow crossed the thresh- 
old of this inhospitable dwelling, never to enter it 
again. 

She had only a few shillings in her pocket, but she 
hoped, by selling her furniture, to procure a little 
money ; what was to become of her when that was 
done, she knew not. She hired a room in one of the 
most humble cottages of the town, kept by an old 
woman, who lived all alone. 

Charlie remained near his uncle's house to inter- 
cept his brothers and sisters as they returned from 
church, and conduct them to the small room which 
was now their only home. But in this humble place, 
poor as it was, the children, who had had nothing 
but sorrow and unhappiness for the last two months, 
felt their hearts lighter than they had been for a long 
time, because Uncle Thomas was no longer beside 
them to torment them with his rude speeches and 
cruel taunts. 

•* Never fear, mother," said George, " we will all 



174 THE gTORY OF TWO UVEg 

work for you. Janet and I are now old enough to 
keep ourselves and have something over : and Jack 
and Charlie are growing every day. You will soon 
be at peace, dear mother, for we will all take care of 
you." 

Gertrude smiled as she kissed her children ome 
after the other; she knew many years must elapse 
before they would be able to keep her by their work, 
but she did not like to cloud their bright hopes 
with her own dark thoughts, and so she kept them all 
to herself. Charlie alone was anxious and troubled, 
and after supper he seated himself close to his 
mother. 

" Mother, you have no more money, I know," he 
whispered, softly. 

" I will sell my fiimiture, when I require it" 

"And after! .... Listen to me, mother. If you 
like, and if Jack likes, he will go back to the farm with 
me. My master requires a cow-herd, for I look after 
the sheep, and Jack is strong, and will soon learn to 
be a farmer. What do you think 1 " 

The mother turned to Jack. 

"What do you think, my dear boyT' she 
asked. 

"I would like very much to go with Charlie, 
mother. I would like it better than being shut up in 
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a shop all day, and then it will always cost you a little 
less if I am away." 

"Then, if you go this evening, Christina will only 
be left with me." 

The-^umer was so pleased with Charlie that he 
had asked him if one of his brothers could not come 
and help him to look after some of his numerous 
flocks, and so Charlie had immediately thought of 
Jack. Mr Jones received the two boys kindly, and 
took care to employ Jack in such a way that he might 
be near his brother as often as possible. 

But a bright thought had taken possession of 
Charlie's mind, and though its execution might be 
difficult, he was determined to realise it The next 
day he went to the farmer. 

"Master," said he, "I have something to ask 
you." 

" Say on, then, my boy." 

" Yesterday, I brought my brother to you, because 
you said you required another boy, and I want to ask 
you if you will let him feed my flock with his, for two 
or three days only, for I have some business to look 
after." 

"Some business, child 1" asked the farmer, laughing; 
" what busmess can you have ? " 
"It is my mother that requires me," answered 
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Charlie, blushing ; " because, since our father's'death, 
she has had many airangemeiits to make, and it is 
for my mother I would like to go." 



" And how long would you be away 1 " 

"About eight days, sir." 

" So long as that ! she must have a great deal 
to do I " 

" I want to go to London, where she has some 
fiiends," 

"But do you know that you have been away a 
great deal lately, and that the sheep are suffering in 
consequence of not being out enough ? " 
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" Oh, but I will not ask again, master. Tell me if 
I may go." 

"Well, I suppose you must; but be sure and be 
here by Thursday next." 

" Oh yes, master, I promise you that." 

Charlie put some provisions in his pocket, and tying 
up a small bundle, he slung it over his shoulder with 
a stick, and said good-bye to his brother. 

" Good-bye, Jack ; pray to God that I may succeed. 
I am going to London for our mother, and will be 
back on Thursday; something tells me that I will 
succeed." 

His plan was to go to London, find out Lady 
Clinton, and ask her to assist his mother; he had 
said nothing to his mother about it ; Jack alone was 
in his confidence, and had promised not to reveal the 
secret Charlie was quicker and cleverer than his 
brother, and had for long had a great influence over 
him. He shared his hopes and expectations with 
him ; and the poor children, in their innocence and 
ignorance, never thought of the difficulties of the 
journey. 

Charlie had still nine shillings in his pocket, saved 
out of his Christmas present. Never having been 
much beyond his native village, he was completely 
ignorant of London, and where Lady Clinton lived ; 

M 
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but he did not trouble himself much about this last 
point 

^' I will go to the most beautiful house I can see," 
he saidy ''and that will be hers." 

It was now nearly the end of February, but still 
very cold^ and Charlie wrapped his shepherd'9 plaid 
round him to protect him from the piercing wind. 
His modest purse would not allow him any other 
means of travelling than his feet ; but he set out on 
the loBg weary road with a cheerful, hopefid heart 
He walked all day, only stopping once to rest and 
eat his bread and cheese ; towards night, he arrived 
at a small village, where he asked if he might sleep 
in a stable close by, so that he might save his money 
as much as possible. Next morning, he asked one of 
the ostlers where London was. 

** London, my little man, are you going all the way 
to London ? " 

"Yes." 

"Well, it is a long way off; by the great road, 
I would say, you are stiU nearly a hundred miles 
off'' 

" So fiBtf as that 1 And how long do you think I 
wiUtaketogo?** 

" Well, with your little l^gs, my boy, you will walk 
well if you reach it in six days." 
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"Six days ! I must get there long before that" 

" Are you in any hurry ? *' 

" Oh yes ; if you only knew I " 

"Well, you had better make haste." 

The child thought the man would perhaps lend him 
a horse, and sighed as he took up his bundle and stick 
to continue his journey. He had not gone a few steps 
before a dog came running after him, leaping and bark- 
ing joyously, and jumping into his arms, licked his 
face and hands afifectionately. 

It was Hector 1 Hector, who had sot^ht in vain 
for his master all over the farm, had forgotten sheep 
and everything else, and followed Charlie's footsteps 
along the high road, even to the stable where he had 
slept. 

"Is it you, my poor Hector?" cried the child, 
happy to see his faithful friend; "but you do not 
know what a long walk you have before you; 
however, we will be content with each other's com- 
pany." 

Althotigh Charlie did his best not to feel tired, it 
was indeed a long weary walk for " his little legs," as 
the ostler had said. The ground was hard and frozen, 
and very often covered with snow, and poor Charlie 
had nowhere to sleep, but in some open bam by the 
wayside, or in the porch of a church when he passed 
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through a town; but he wished to save his small stock 
of inone7 as much as he could, and so Hector and he 
crouched beneath the plaid, and tried to keep each 
other warm. Hope, that blessed influence which 
bears up so many sinking, despairing hearts, shone 
aloft like a bright and glorious star, and made him 
forget cold, hunger, £itigue, and even the length of 
his journey ; for, was he not going to find out his 
kind protectress, and take back joy and gladness to 
his mother's home ! These thoughts were sufficient 
to bear him onward through every discomfort and 
danger; and when at last he arrived at the great city, 
and saw it spread out before him in all its vastness, 
his heart was filled with a proud rapture. 

"I am here at last," he cried; "I have accom- 
plished my journey ! " 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 




" Be still, sad heart t and cease repining ; 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining ; 
Thy fate is the common fate of all^ 
Into each life some rain must fall, 
Some days must he dark and dreary." 

— LONGFBLLOW. 

|S Charlie walked through the streets of Lon- 
don, looking for Lady Clinton's home, he felt 
himself somewhat perplexed, for they were all 
so rich and grand and so much alike, that he could not 
have told the one from the other. And then, for the 
first time he stopped and looked at himself, and felt 
ashamed of his soiled shoes and old clothes, and 
wondered what the Lady ^Beatrice would think of 
him when she saw him. 

But the recollection of his mother put all those 
thoughts to flight ; perhaps she was then shivering in 
her small room, without any fire to warm her or bread 
to eat ; his master also would he dipleased at his 
absence, for he had promised to be home on Thurs- 
day and it was now Wednesday, so he had no time to 
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lose. But where was he to find his friend ! He had 
expected to find her as easily here as at Clifden, and 
now he was quite bewildered. At last he determined 
to ask a soldier whom he saw pacing backwards and 
forwards before a beautiful park. 

" Do you know where the Lady Beatrice lives 1 " 
asked Charlie, taking ofif his cap. 

" What Lady Beatrice ? " said the soldier, looking 
at the little shepherd as if he thought he were crazed. 

" Lady Beatrice Clinton! Every one knows her. 
Will you show me her house 1 " 

" I do not know her at all, little boy. Have you 
not got her address ? ** 

** No, I thought I would easily find her here, but 
there are so many beautiful houses, I do not know 
which is hers." 

" Is she rich, this lady 1 '* 

" Oh yes, she is very rich." 

« And young 1 " 

"Yes, and so pretty,'' said the child. 

" Well, I think you may look for her here a whole 
year without finding her." 

" A year ! My mother will die of hunger long 
before that ! " 

"Then listen to me," said the soldier, somewhat 
touched by the sight of this strange little boy. " I 
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will do my best to help you, and will ask my colonel 
if he knows this lady you speak of. And if you come 
back here to-morrow, I will perhaps be able to tell 
you something about her," 

Charlie was obliged to be satisfied with tiiis pro- 
mise, and thanked the soldier very much for bis kind 
help. He had now only a shilling in his pocket, and 
both Hector and he were hungry, so he bought two 
penny rolls in a baker's shop and shared them with 



his dog. Every carriage that passed, the boy looked 
into, with the hope of seeing the Lady Beatrice, and as 
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he went along, he knocked at all the fine houses and 
asked for Lady Clinton, each time without success. 

At night when all the shops were lighted, he looked 
round him, lost in admiration at their brilliancy and 
all the beautiful things he saw in the windows. His 
eyes were fascinated by the splendour and brightness, 
and he was almost tempted to ask why his poor 
mother was left to shiver and starve when there was 
so much wealth and luxury in the world. The streets 
soon became deserted, the shutters were closed, and 
this poor child was soon the only one shut out in the 
cold and datkness. Hector and he lay down on the 
bare stone steps of a church, which at any rate gave 
them shelter overhead, and they slept soundly enough. 



The day had hardly dawned, when Charlie awoke. 
He rubbed his eyes and sat up, looking round him, 
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and feeling very cold and hungry. Hector was also 
cold, and crouched against his master, as if seeking 
warmth. It was a dull, cold morning, and a thick, 
heavy mist hung over the city, and Charlie had 
nothing before him but another day's wandering 
through those weary, endless streets* The poor child 
almost began to despair of ever finding his kind 
friend, and now that he had given away his last 
penny for a loaf of bread, he did not know what was 
to become of him. He went back to the place where 
he had promised to meet the soldier, but there was 
nothing to be seen of him. For two hours he waited, 
thinking the soldier was sure to come sooner or later, 
and at last his patience was rewarded. 

" Here I am, my boy,'' said the kind man patting 
Charlie on the head, ''and I have news of your pretty 
lady too I '* 

" You have found her I Do you know where she 
lives?" cried the impatient Charlie. 

''Well, this is how I found her out: You know 
they say, ' Where there 's a will there *s a way,' and 
as I was really anxious to find her for you, I have 
done it My captain and colonel knew nothing of 
her, but I discovered that a poor common soldier, no 
better than myself, knew where this great lady lives, 
because he has a brother whose cousin is " 
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^'Ohy never mind that, just tell me where she 
livesy" pleaded Charlie. 

"You are very impatient, little one ; his cousin, I 
was sayingy is Lady Clinton's butler; the address, 
though, — I wrote it down, to make sure work, and I 
do believe I 've lost it,'' said the soldier fumbling in 
his pocket 

" Oh, have you lost it ? " 

** I fear I have ; and the worst of it is, I cannot re- 
member it" 

" Oh, what am I to do ? " cried poor Charlie, whose 
joy had been so suddenly dashed to the ground. 

" Will you come here to-morrow at the same hour, 
and I will make certain of it then ? " 

" I would have liked so much to see her to-day," 
said Charlie, with the hot tears springing to his eyes. 

" I am very sony for you, little one, but I promise 
you the address by to-morrow." 

The poor child walked away back to the friendly 
church that had sheltered him during the night ; he 
had tasted nothing since eight o'clock that morning, 
and he was very hungry. Hector looked up at his 
young master with beseeching eyes. 

" I have no more bread, my poor Hector," said 
the child caressing his companion, *' we must go to 
bed without any supper." 



ALMOST DE^PAIRINQ 189 

He tried to sleep, but he could not ; his eyes re- 
mained wide open in spite of him, and he listened 
to the noise in the streets, and the footsteps of the 
passers-by growing fainter and fainter in the distance. 
Only one day now separated him from the end of his 
hopes ; but poor Charlie felt so weak that he almost 
despaired of ever accomplishing them. Daylight 
appeared at last, and with it a heavy Tall of snow. 
When seven o'clock struck, Charlie rose and shook 
the snow-flakes from his plaid, but he was so be- 
numbed with cold he could hardly walk. He hurried 
to the Park, but there was no soldier there, and it 
was past ten o'clock till he made his appearance. 

'' Here it is, all right at last, then," said the soldier, 
drawing a card from his pocket on which was written 
Lady Clinton's address. " But how cold you look, 
my poor boy; come in here and warm yourself;" and 
he pushed open a door which led into a little room, 
where Charlie caught sight of a blazing fire. 

It looked very tempting to the half-frozen child, 
but he had no time to spare, and hugging the card 
to his breast, he thanked the soldier, and set off on 
his mission. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



" Descend trom radiant realms above. 
Thou efliluence of that boundless.Iove. 
Whence ioy and peace in streams unsullied flow. 
Oh 1 deign to make thy loved abode below." 

— Hannah Mors. 




[HARLIE hastened through the streets that 
led to the long-looked-for dwelling of his 
benefactress, and after wandering about and 
searching for a long time, he at last found it. 

The snow almost blinded him in the fury with 
which it beat against him, a bewildering noise sounded 
in his ears, and he had no strength left to lift the 
heavy knocker of the great massive door before him. 
With a weary sigh he fell upon the pavement An 
irresistible wish to sleep came over him, and his face 
was as pale as death. He drew his plaid closer round 
him, and the snow, which still continued to fall, soon 
began to cover him and the faithful dog which lay on 
his breast. 

The passers-by could hardly distinguish the two 
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figures, who, stretched on their icy bed, were being 
slowly buried alive. 

It was not long before a carriage drove up to the 
door, and the light of the lamps shone foil in the &ce 
of the unconscious Charlie. 

** O mamma ! look, what is that lying at our door? 
It is a child/' cried the voice of a young girL 

^ I think you are right, Mabel," said Lady Beatrice, 
putting out her head to look, and, stepping out of the 
carriage, the noble lady stooped over the two sleeping 
companions. " It is a child i " she cried, ** poor little 
thing, he is firozen 1 " 

As she raised him in her arms, the little black dog 
licked her hands in gratitude. 

** One would think the dog knows me ! But this 
poor child is dying ; give me your scent-bottle, Mabel, 
and I will bathe his temples." 

Charlie opened his eyes as if in a dream, and they 
fell on the kind face which bent over him. 

" Oh, my lady, it is you at last ! " he cried, clasping 
his hands. 

" I ! do you know me, my child ? It is Charlie, my 
little friend 1 thank heaven, I have arrived in time ! " 

Lady Beatrice took off her rich fur cloak and 
wrapped the frozen Charlie in its warm folds, while 
Mabel and she led him into the house. The door 
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was haidly shut, when a faint whine was heard from 
the outside. 

" It is Hector, my poor do&" said Charlie, taming 
round. 

The dog heanng the sound of his master's voice, 
jumped up to the porch window, and tapped on the 
glass with his paws. 



" I will take care of him, my child Take this black 
dog and feed him well ; he is mine," said Lady Bea- 
trice to a footman who stood near. The man looked 
somewhat surprised at seeing his mistress leading a 
little beggar by the hand, but nevertheless he must 
execute her orders, and so he took Hector to the 
kitchen, thinkii^ it was the best place for a hungry 
dog that had been recommended to his notice. 

Meanwhile, Charlie, wrapped in a warm shawl and 
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seated before a comfortable fire, bad again come to 
Kb sensesy and was able to answer all tbe questions 
put to him by the two ladies. 

** And has your poor Hector come all the way with 
you/' asked Mabel of the little shepherd. 

** Yes, my lady ; I did not bring him, bat one day 
he followed me.** 

''And why have you come so far?'* asked the Lady 
Beatrice. 

** It was to find you, my lady. I have looked for 
you three days, and I thought I would never find you. 
But" 

''What is the matter, my child?'' asked Lady 
Qinton. "Are you ill ?" she said, anxiously, as she 
looked at Charlie's closed eyes, and took hold of his 
trembling hands. 

" He is hungry, perhaps. Have you had anything 
to eat to-day, Charlie ?" 

" No, my lady, nothing since eight o'clock yester- 
day morning." 

Lady Clmton rose quickly, and went herself and 
brought a basin of soup, which she gave him along 
with a laige slice of bread. Charlie ate it greedily, 
and did not know how to express his gratitude. 

" Oh, my lady, how good you are 1" was all he could 
say. 
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** And now you must rest, poor child. I will put 
something near your bed to eat through the night, if 
you are hungry; and to-morrow you will tell us all 
about your journey." 

Lady Beatrice and Mabel took the child into a 
pretty little room, where stood a comfortable bed 
with blue curtains. At the foot of it lay Hector, his 
faithful friend, washed and combed, and sleeping 
soundly, like a good dog who has had his supper, 
and knows his master is safe. 

Charlie slept peacefully, and dreamt he was in 
Paradise. The next morning when he awoke, he 
found a whole suit of new clothes lying on a chair 
ready for him to put on. It was not difficult to guess 
from whom they came, and he blessed the Lady 
Beatrice with all his heart 

It was nine o'clock when he awoke. Charlie had 
never been so late of rising before^ but his comfort- 
able sleep had made him quite strong again, and the 
colour was back to his cheeks. He dressed himself 
in his new clothes with great care, and said his 
morning prayer very earnestly. The Lady Beatrice 
entered as he finished. ''You ought to be hungry 
this morning, Charlie, and you must go and get your 
breakfast," she said, with her kind smile. 

After breakfast Mabel took Charlie into the dining- 
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room, and the child related the simple story of his 
travels with such touching innocence that he made 
the tears come to the eyes of the mother and daughter 
many times* 

**And now,* said he, "my poor mother has no 
longer a home, and she will soon have no bread 
either. Christina and she were dying of hunger, with 
no one to help them ; and I had no one to come to 
but you, my lady. I had tpn shillings that you sent 
me, and I walked six days to find you, and looked 
for you other three; but God has helped me to find 
you." 

"God has brought you here to make us both 
happy,*^ said Lady Clinton. " My poor Gertrude I 
how could I ever dream she was so badly off! You 
have done well in coming to roe, Charlie, and your 
mother will bless you for jrour trouble.*' 

" She has done far more for me than I can ever 
do for her,** said Charlie ; ** if you only knew how 
good she has been to me.^' 

And Charlie thought there was no one in all the 
world like his mother and the Lady Beatrice. 




CHAPTER XX. 

" Our days are cover'd o'er with griefi 
And sorrows neither few nor brief 

Veil all in gloom ; 
Left desolate of real good, 
Within this cheerless solitude 
No pleasures bloom." 

!HEN Gertrude removed to the humble room 
in the town, she sold all her furniture, and 
kept only one bed for herself and Christina. 

She provided herself and children with as decent 
mourning as she could, but her slender resources were 
soon exhausted, and at the end of twelve days there 
was not a morsel of bread in the cupboardi nor a 
penny to buy any with. 

So much trouble and grief had made a sad change 
upon Gertrude ; her hair was turning gray, and her 
&ce wrinkled and worn, and great hollows were 
now on her cheeks. Those were the traces left by 
SOROW, sufifering, and anxiety, but in her eyes the 
same sweet patient light still shone and made her 
beautiful Alone, forsaken, miserable, struggling 
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for herself and her children, and loaded with misfor- 
tune, this brave spirit hoped and trusted stilL She 
looked towards heaven for strength, and God gave 
her the faith which hopeth all things and endureth 
all things. 

" How cold it is to-night," said Christina when she 
came back from her work one evening, and seated 
herself on the footstool at her mother's feet. '*Warm 
me a little, mother, please/' she continued taking 
hold of Gertrude's hands. 

'' Mother, you are as cold as ice ; do not work any 
more; if you like I will light the fire for supper, and 
that will save you the trouble." 

" It is not the trouble, my child, but there is neither 
wood nor coal in the house." 

« No coal I " 

" I have no money to buy any, Christina, and I 
have had no time to gather wood." 

" And how will I make ready supper ! " 

" Here is some bread,'* said Gertrude, handing the 
last morsel she had in the house to her daughter ; ** be 
content with that for to-night, my dear child, for I 
have nothing else." 

Christina took the bread, and ate it without saying 
a word. 

" And you, mother, what are you going to eat 1 " 
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"I am not hungry, child, I have had some- 
thing.'' 

When Christina was finished she sat down beside 
her mother and laid her head on her knee. 

" Then, mother, if there is no money in the house 
we cannot have any supper, or breakfast either." 

" God is trying us, my daughter," said Gertrude. 
" Pray to Him, child, and ask Him not to forsake 
us. Your father is no longer here to earn our bread ; 
but we have had some to-day, and perhaps we may 
find some to-morrow." 

"Poor mother," murmured Christina, putting her 
arms round her mother's neck, " do not cry any more, 
I will go and ask God to send us some money and 
bread." And she went and knelt down by the bed. 
But while the child prayed her eyes became heavy, 
and she very soon laid her weary head upon the pillow 
and was fast asleep. Meanwhile Gertrude wept softly 
to herself, not to trouble the child's rest. 

The next morning Christina went to her work 
without her breakfast, and when she returned in the 
evening she had a piece of bread and meat neatly 
wrapped up in her pocket 

" See, mother, this is for you to eat, for I know you 
have had nothing since yesterday. I kept it from my 
dinner, for I had plent}'." 
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" Poor child, dear little chUd," said Gertrude, kiss- 
ing her daughter's fresh rosy cheeks. 

She had hardly finished this modest repast, when 
the door opened and Charlie threw himself into her 



" Mother," cried he joyfully, " look what happiness 
I have brought you I " 

A servant carried a lantern, and by this light 
Gertrude distinguished Lady Beatrice smiling on 
her. 

" You, my lady ! Is it really you ? " 

"Yes, yes, it is my lady hersel£ I have been 
away looking for her," said Charlie, in an ecstasy of 
delight 

" You have been at London I" 

" My good Gertrude, you are fortunate in having 
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such a son," said Lady Beatrice, advancing. ** If it 
had not been for him, I would still have been in 
ignorance of your sufferings. He came without 
money, on foot, to London, to look for me; but 
see, Gertrude,**^ added she, seeing the poor woman 
had turned pale with emotion, and perhaps with 
weakness, " you are going to have supper, and then 
I will tell you the rest of this story." 

The servant spread a cloth over the table, and 
placed en it some provisions which he had brought 
in a basket. Charlie sat between his mother and 
sister, and was pleased to see how they enjoyed the 
meal. 

When the Lady Beatrice had finished her story, 
Gertrude folded her adopted child to her heart. 

** Who would ever have thought he would love me 
so much ! " she cried. 

"Love you, mother! Have you not suffered 
enough for me ! I can never repay you for all you 
have done." 

"And now, my good Gertrude, listen to what I am 
going to propose to you. My husband has lately 
built a dairy in the park at the Castle, besides a hen- 
house, in which he is going to keep some very rare 
poultry, and you will oblige me very much if you will 
take charge of this little place, and keep Jack and 
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Charlie to help you if you wish. You will sell your 
milk and eggs if you please ; and you will pay me by 
supplying the Castle with milk. Will that suit you, 
my dear Gertrude?" she asked, with a bright smile ; 
" and does it please my little friend here ? " 

"Oh, my lady!" was all Gertrude could say; 
happiness, astonishment, and gratitude took away 
her words. She raised her eyes to Lady Beatrice, 
and her look spoke volumes, and was the most elo- 
quent of thanks. 

Heaven must have smiled to see those two beings, 
so like in heart though so different in situation: Lady 
Beatrice's forehead was crowned with a new joy and 
splendour, while that of the humble peasant was 
illumined with happiness and gratitude ; both were 
loved by the God whop they knew so well how to 
serve. 







CHAPTER XXL 

" Thli dwelliog chuDii me — ofleii I itop ihart 
(WhoGDuld refninT)aadf«dbir uenltli mingbt 
With pmpecc of tht compaDy wiUun-" 

— WOUMWOHTH. 

B^^BO Gertrude was made manager of the Castle 
Bta3|1 dairy, and took up her abode in a pretty 
""■■■ cottage which nestled under the mass of 
beautiful roses and honeysuckle which clung to it 
lovingly, and every now and then peeped in at the 
lattice windows, and nodded their pretty beads, as if 
to cheer the inmates, and assure them that sorrow 
and trouble were now at an end. And Gertrude was 
as happy as a queen, here, among her poultry and 
cows. 

Jack helped her, and took care of the stables ; while 
Charlie cultivated the garden, which supplied fruit 
and v^etables both for themselves and the market 

Christina was learning to be a washerwoman, and 
hoped by and by, when she was a little older, to enter 
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the Lady Beatrice's service as a laundiy-maid, like her 
sister. As for Geoige, the eldest son, he still carried 
on his father's trade, and had the honour of making 



a pair of shoes for the Lady Mabel, which Gertrude 
lined with blue satin. 

Thus the days flowed gently and pleasantly over 
Gertrude's head; after so much grief and trouble, 
and so many dark and dreary hours, God had sent 
one of His good angels to make her life bright and 
happyv 

In the soft summer evenings, after the cows were 
milked and the poultry had put their feathery heads 
under their wings and gone to rest, Gertrude would 
seat herself in the flowery cottage porch, with 
her children smiling and chatting around her in a 
joyous circle : and as her eyes rested tenderly upon 
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them, she thanked heaven from her heart for the rich 
gifts that had been showered upon her: sometimes 
she would catch sight of a white dress glimmering 
through the shady walks of the park, and she blessed 
her who, by God's grace, had been the instrument of 
her happiness. 

During the summer holidays, a handsome boy 
often paid the cottage a visit It was Eustace — the 
same frank Eustace as of old, who would throw 
ofif his coat and help Charlie to water the flowers 
in the little garden, or pull the vegetables for the 
market. 

Mabel, who was older than her brother, was more 
occupied at home, and her visits to the humble in- 
habitants of the dairy were less frequent ; but a week 
seldom passed without her coming to admire Charlie's 
flowers and caress Jack's gentle charges. The boys 
received her like a queen; Charlie had made a 
beautiful bower of jessamine and roses to shelter her 
from the sun, and before leaving she always plucked 
a bunch of those fragrant flowers and fastened them 
in her hair, an action which sent a proud delight into 
the young gardener's heart. 

But there came a time when her visits became less 
frequent stiU ; a whole fortnight passed and she never 
made her appearance once. Jack went every morn- 
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ing m dia Cisde veil Luiea vith milk, and botter, and 
e;^ jodwbaibe aafced fcr the I^dy Mabc^ be was 
aiwoYs tEJii ibe vas qaiK wdL 
" ^tie !>as ^jT^cm (Et' said Gatiad^ with a a^ 



•• she E no loiter a cbfld to be pleased amODgSt 

ns." 

One Stuidajr, as Gertrude sat listening to Christina 
reading aloud to her, she heard voices outside, and 
pttsenOj the rustle of a silk dress, and looking out, 
she saw the Lady Beatrice leaning on the arm of a 
gentleman, and accompanied by Mabel. Gertrude 
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blushed with joy, and rose quickly to open the gate. 
Mabel advanced towards her, smiling and holding out 
her hand ; her dark eyes sparkled with joy, and her 
half-open lips appeared ready to announce some un- 
expected piece of news. Gertrude was quite dazzled 
by her brilliant beauty, and the Lady Beatrice watched 
her daughter's radiant face with a quiet smile. 

** We have come to ask you for some milk, my good 
Gertrude," said Lady Beatrice, entering and seating 
herself, " and then you will show us your numerous 
famUy.'' 

" Oh yes, my lady, with pleasure," said Gertrude. 
" It is so long since I have seen you and Lady^Mabel, 
I am forgetting everything in my happiness." 

" We have been very busy, of late,- Gertrude, but 
Mabel and I will be more attentive in future. Shall 
we not, Mabel ? " 

" We will try, dear mamma ; if Gilbert likes the 
dairy as much as I do, we shall be often here," said 
Mabel, with a charming blush. 

** No need to fear for me," said the young man, " I 
shall come with you as often as you like, and I hope 
Gertrude will soon learn to look upon me as one of 
her friends." 

" A friend — ^you, my lord," said Gertrude, curtsey- 
ing, and looking at her visitors somewhat bewildered. 
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** Yon axe not going to marry Lady Mabel, are you, 
sir, and take ber away?" she asked, at last 

^ Yes, Gertrude, I am going to be married,** said 
Mabel, '^ but I am not going to leave you ; I am 
going to remain beside all those I love so dearly, with 
only one heart more to love me.'' 

Gertrude was quite delighted with this piece of 
news, and could not do enough to testify her joy. 
She spread out the best of her homely produce on 
her shining white table; and her guests partook of 
the beautiful scones, and rich frothy milk, with no 
little enjoyment 

Then Mabel took Lord Gilbert over the little 
domain, and pointed out all its simple beauties. 
Gertrude watched the happy group with sincere 
pleasure, and gave them her hearty blessing. 

It was in the end of August that Mabel's marriage 
with Lord Gilbert Hamilton took place. The bride 
was radiant with beauty and happiness, and she 
carried a lovely bouquet of pure white roses, the 
humble offering of Gertrude. Far back in the chapel, 
concealed from all, knelt Gertrude, surrounded by 
her five children, and praying that God would bless 
the Lady Beatrice's daughter, and make her happy. 

Two months more, and the young and beautiful 
Lady Hamilton joyfully brought a bouquet of white 
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roses to Gertrude, who was married to an honest 
labourer in Clifden, and at the same time she threw 
a pretty gold chain round Gertrude's neck. 

A few years passed, and there was the sound of 
happy, merry voices to be heard beneath the old oaks 



in the beautiful park of CUfden Castle. The Lady 
Beatrice and her daughter led a lovely boy of three 
years old by the hand, and he looked up and smiled 
at his two mothers as they taught him to lisp the 
names he loved. 
Another son bad also come to Gertrude's home ; 
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and she spent many hours in teaching the little one 
to read and to love the beautiful ministering angel 
God bad sent to fill his mother's heart with peace 
and sunshine. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

dl ! for Ln aclLOn are wiidoiu and g\aTy, 

Dutd'it Ihou Ulumiiw the tiblels ofuoryl 
Build on lehisvemenaihji dome of renown." 

JUT although both the Castle and Cottage 
had gained a son, they had also both lost 
one. 

Eustace, who was as brave as his mother, was 
proud of his noble name, and desired to petpetuate 
its illustrious glory by joining the noble army in which 
his ancestors had so often distinguished themselves. 

He joined his regiment as lieutenant, and hastened 
to the Crimea to gain his epaulettes and laurels on 
the bloody plains of the Cossack. 

Gertrude's son, Jack, was no longer content with 
his quiet life and country labour; his energetic nature 
longed for something more stirring and exciting His 
dreams were of battle and fighting, and nothing would 
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" You will not say that, mother, when you see me a 
colonel or a general." 

" Bravo, my son 1" said Sir Lionel, " a man ought 
to be a man, love his profession, and pursue it with 
perseverance, and then his noble ambition is a virtue. 
Your mother thinks so too, I know, but her love 
makes her afraid to think of you so often in danger." 

But in spite of all her fears, which were quite dis- 
sipated by the sight of her son, this time of leave was 
a period of complete happiness to the Lady Beatrice. 
Beloved by an excellent and virtuous husband, sur- 
rounded by her children, and enjoying the delightful 
caresses of her grandson, she felt nothing but thank- 
fulness and gratitude towards God. 

At the same time, everything was smiling and 
happy round Gertrude. All her children were near 
her but Jack, and when the young soldier returned to 
his home, her joy was complete. Charlie, who was 
now head-gardener at the Castle, heartily admired his 
brother's martial appearance and brilliant uniform. 
The young gardener felt no little pride in walking 
through the village with his soldier brother, and 
listening to the kind words of welcome he received 
on every side. 

On the morning after his return Jack presented 
himself at the Castle, to pay his respects to the Lady 
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Beatrice. His mother and he were received with a 
frank and friendly cordiality. 

" Do you see this brave man?" said Eastace to his 



mother, taking hold of Jack's hand, " he is far braver 
than I am, for often and often he has borne fatigue 
and toil without me ever knowing, and without utter- 
ing one word of complaint" 

" There is not a better man in the army than my 
captain, and for courage and kindness he has not an 
equal ; and God knows how you are beloved by your 
regiment," was Jack's answer. 

The Lady Beatrice smiled to hear the young soldier 
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speak thus, and his admiration for her son, so simply 
expressed, charmed her heart. 

This year Lord Clinton's family left the Castle with 
great regret When Christmas came they were still 
there, and the poor and the afflicted rejoiced and 
were happy. 

It was in the first week of January that the Lady 
Beatrice returned to London, and Gertrude was left 
the solitary mistress of the beautiful park, where the 
giant oaks swung their leafless branches to and fro, 
and all things looked desolate and drear, because the 
bright spirit who gave it life and beauty was gone. 
But the winter was a pleasant one for Gertrude, and 
all things prospered around her. Kind hearts always 
find something to do, and Gertrude had not forgotten 
how to be charitable, now that she had enough and 
to spare. If any of her neighbours were in difficulty, 
Gertrude was always ready to help them and smooth 
their way, and if any were sick, she was sure to be at 
the bedside with some little comfort, and her presents 
were always accompanied by kind words, which made 
them still more acceptable. 

^' I have been helped," she said to her daughters, 
who saw her constantly occupied in the service of 
others, ''and should I not, in my turn, help those 
who need it? It is only just, and God would be dis- 
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pleased with me if I would not do for others what the 
Lady Beatrice has done for me." 

Happiness seemed so sweet to Gertrude after so 
much trouble, that the six months' leave of absence 
of her son passed like a pleasant dream. 

Jack rejoined his regiment, along with his captain, 
in the beginning of ApriL He left his home without 
grief, though not without regret, and he departed full 
of hope, dreaming of new victories and triumphs. 

" If we have war again, mother, I hope to have a 
medal on my breast next time I see you," he said as 
he bade his mother a long farewell 




CHAPTER XXIII. 

■•Nanotttfrhttoarlot. 
In castle « ia CM, 

irblcHlnii nuke ui glad, 
Tbcn let lu V IliE lad 
Impatl la acta of Iclndoeis, peace, aod jor-" 

— ROVLAHD GVOWH. 

■HIS euntmer Lady Beatrice returned to the 
Castle very sad; for the first time in her 
life her daughter was not with her. 

Lord Hamilton's fother was dead, and had left 
immense possessions in the West Indies to his son ; 
but his aSairs were very embarrassed, and the young 
man, who thought his presence quite requisite, had 
determined to go there and remain for two or three 
years. 

And so Mabel and her mother must be separated, 
and it was a hard trial for both of them. Lady Mabel 
Hamilton was so perfectly happy, surrounded by all 
that were dear to her, that it was a dreadful sacrifice 
to leave them all behind, and go to a foreign land. 
Her mother, through all her love and fondness, wa» 
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the first to encouix^e her to accompany her hus- 
hand, and she tried to smile on her daughter, and 
look happy as she talked of their return to their 
native land — though her heart almost broke with 
the effort. 

Lord and Lady Clinton accompanied their son and 
daughter to Southampton, and watched them embaiit 
with tearful eyes. 

" How I shall miss my darling," said Lady Clinton, 



as they stood on the shore, and watched the white 
sail grow smaller and smaller in the distance. 

" Dear wife, we must not weep for Mabel as if she 
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were lost," said Sir Lionel, gently, " she will come 
back again ; and besides, we have Eustace." 

"Ah, yes, Eustace, poor boy; but war is again 
declared, and God alone knows if he will be preserved 
to us." 

"We have no cause to doubt the goodness of 
heaven, Beatrice, I am sure." 

" Oh, no ; but sometimes I am almost afraid to 
think how much happiness we have had." 

" This is our first trial, dear wife; let us bear it with 
courage and resignation." 

Some days after Mabel's departure. Captain Clinton 
returned to Clifden to say farewell to his mother. The 
dreadful Indian mutiny had broken out, calling all 
our soldiers to arms, and the young and daring flocked 
to their standards, ready to conquer or die. 

"Adieu, dear mother," said Eustace, with a last 
embrace, " I shall come back a general, or" 

" Hush," cried Lady Beatrice, " have pity on me." 

" Oh, my mother, your heart is as brave as any 
one's : do not fear for me ; there is no greater safe- 
guard than the prayers of an angel like you." 

" Yes, you are right, my son," said Lady Beatrice, 
with a smile. "Go, and fight nobly, and do your duty ; 
I will not hinder you. * Men must work, and women 
must weep,' I suppose, and I cannot help trembling 
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when I think of it all ; but, oh ! if anything comes 
over you, how shall I ever be able to bear it I" 

" God will help you to bear whatever He sends, 
dear mother.'* 

" And if He never sends you back to me, Eustace, 
take with you the assurance of your mother's love, 
and the knowledge that you have fulfilled her bright- 
est and fondest hopes in being the son you are ; the 
remembrance of my- words may come back to you, 
perhaps, some day, and help to comfort you when 
you are far away." 

" Yes, my much-loved mother, your words will be 
very precious to me, and will help to sustain me 
through the trials of the future," said Eustace, as he 
pressed a long farewell kiss on his mother's fore- 
head. 

All this time Beatrice had remained smiling and 
calm, but when she saw her husband and son take 
their seats in the carriage, and watched them roll 
away down the drive, her heart could no longer con- 
tain its weight of woe, and, hiding her face in her 
hands, she burst into a flood of tears. She knew not 
how long she remained thus. A sob from behind 
was the first thing to make her look up. It was Ger- 
trude ! Gertrude who had just parted with her son, 
for the same war. 
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" I am not alone in my grie( my poor Gertrude," 
said Lady Beatrice. 

" Oh, my lady, they are both gone, and we are left 
to weep." 

" Piay, Gertrude," said Lady Clinton. " We will 
both pray together, God has protected them tiH 
now, and we will ask Him to do so still ; so let us 
hope." 

They were now no longer lady and peasant, they 
were only two sorrowing mothers, kneeling before 
God, and asking Him to protect and watch over the 
dear ones who were going so far away. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



" Work for some good^be it ever so slowly ; 
Cherish some flower — ^be it ever so lowly ; 
Labour I All labour is noble and holy : 
Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God." 

— Mrs Frances Osgood. 




|ANY anxious weeks and months went slowly 
past, during which all England watched and 
waited breathlessly for news of her heroes. 
At lasty two Indian letters arrived at the CasUci the 
one from Jack and the other from Eustace. Jack's 
was as follows : — 



" My dear good Mother, — ^You have still your 
son, but you must thank his captain that he is still 
alive. I am not going to give you any details of the 
war here, for you will see all that in the papers far 
better than I can write it ; but what I am going to 
tell you is very beautiful and veiy sad, as you will see. 
In a skirmish we had with our enemies the other day, 
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I rushed at one feUow with such fiiry that my gun was 
broken to pieces in my hand. I thought my last hour 
had arrived ; but before I had time to say a word, or 
look round me, a sword was thrust into the throat of 
the sepoy who stood over me, and I was again free. 
I turned to see who had delivered me; it was my brave 
captain 1 He had seen me fall, and had hastened to 
my assistance ; but alas 1 at the same moment a ball 
came whizzing past and struck my friend, my master, 
my benefactor, to whom, under God, I owed my life, 
in the left shoulder. He would have fallen if I had 
not caught him; he leant against me, his wound 
bleeding profusely, and he groaning with the pain. 
* We can do nothing here, captain/ said I ; * t will 
take you to the hospital.' He did not wish to go, for 
he thought his poor helpless arm would be able to 
fight still ; but he soon became very weak and faint, 
and I bore him from the ranks, on my shoulders, to 
the hospital. Oh, my mother, how I have thought of 
you and my lady, when I saw my brave captain l3ring 
as pale as death and covered with blood! They 
extracted the ball, but he is still in danger. May the 
good God who has thus preserved me, almost by a 
miracle, do as much for him ! If any one deserves 
to embrace her son healthy and strong, it is the Lady 
Beatrice. He wishes to return home, but his mother 
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will find him much changed I have not left him for 
two days. My poor captain I You do not, cannot 
know, mother, how he is beloved by us all here ; the 
tears come into our eyes, like so many girls, when we 
think, of him leaving us ; and it was in coming to my 
help that he received his wound 1 If anything comes 
over him, I think I shall die of grie£ Say nothing 
about it to my lady, and do not let her see you are 
anxious; they will save him if they can. — Pray for him, 
and for your affectionate son, 

"Jack Bell." 

The captain's letter was shorter, but the Lady 
Beatrice could hardly finish it; it only contained 
those few words : — 

" My dearly-loved Mother, — In a very short 
time I hope to see you and my dear father again. 
You will find me a little changed perhaps, for I have 
been wounded, though, fortunately, not seriously. 
However, as I am of. no use here, I have asked 
leave to come home to you, and I am sure your 
gentle hands will not be long in curing me. Do not 
be anxious about me, for I shall soon be with you. 

"Eustace Clinton." 

" He is wounded ! my son is wounded ! ** was all 
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Lady Beatrice could say, as she passed the letter to 
her husband. 

** But, Beatrice, my dear wife, his wound is without 
danger ; you see he says so himself 

'' If he was dying, he would not confess it,", said 
Beatrice, bitterly, and taking back the letter ; *^ be- 
sides, you can see he has been suffering. Look at the 
writing 1 how his hand has been trembling when he 
sent me those few lines I The words he has traced 
betray him in spite of himself/' 

** My dear Beatrice," said Sir Lionel, drawing his 
wife to him, ** we must not doubt and give way to de- 
spair before seeing our son. Show yourself the brave 
sweetmngel I have always seen you, and we will help 
each other to bear whatever God sends us.'' 

'' I will try, Lionel, for your sake and our son's,** 
said Lady Beatrice, with a feeble smile. 

** I thank you, Beatrice : you do not know how 
much good it will do me. And now, let us go and 
see Gertrude ; she ought also to have news of her 
son." Together Sir Lionel and Lady Beatrice walked 
to the cottage. As they entered the kitchen, where 
they generally found Gertrude, they saw her sitting 
buried in tears ; she held a letter in her hand, which 
she hastily thrust into her pocket as she recognised 
Lady Clinton. 
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" What is the matter?" asked Lady Beatrice quickly, 
and turning pale at the sight of Gertrude's grie£ 
Have you had any news from India 1" 

"Oh yes, my lady, I have," answered Gertrude, 
who saw the anxiety of the poor mother^ and wished 
to calm her ; '* they are both safe yet, and it appears 
that Mr Eustace is coming home "— 

« Yes — ^wounded, I know," said Lady Clinton. 

"Alas ! and he got his wound in saving my son," 
cried Gertrude. 

" In saving your son, Gertrude ? " 

" Yes, my lady, it was a noble action;" and Gertrude 
related what her son had written to her, without 
speaking of the young captain's danger. Lady Bea- 
trice listened almost breathlessly. 

" My son 1 " she cried at last ; " such a glorious 
wound should bring you happiness ! But why are 
you weeping, Gertrude ? Has Jack told you that m/ 
son is in danger?" 

" No, my lady, — ^no, not at all," replied Gertrude, 
hesitating and wondering what to say. " I have just 
heard that old Thomas, my first husband's uncle, is 
very iU and at the point of death." 

Gertrude had never told a lie before, and this one 
made her blush; but fortunately Lady Beatrice did 
not notice it 
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" Poor Gertrude ! is he an old man?" 

" Oh yes, my lady, seventy-eight years old, and very 
frail. Does the captain not say what day he will 
arrive ?** 

** He does not fix any time at all, but I hope it will 
be as soon as possible. Ah, what joy it will be to see 
him again i " And the Lady Beatrice smiled at this 
happy thought 

'* Good-by, Gertrude," said she ; " I will come with 
him, and bring you news of Jack V* 

By a strange chance, just as Lady Clinton quitted 
the cottage, and as if heaven did not wish to let the 
shadow of a lie rest on Gertrude's conscience, a letter 
was brought to her by a messenger, telling her of the 
sudden death of her uncle. The letter informed her 
that Thomas, overtaken by death in the midst of life, 
had not been able to disinherit her and her children, 
as he had often threatened to do, and begged her to 
come immediately to Grimsdon and take possession 
of her property. 

A short time after, Charlie entered, and his mother 
showed him the letter, and asked him to accompany 
her. 

" I am ready tQ do as you please, mother ; when 
will we set out ? " 

" To-morrow, if you can." 
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The next day Gertrude, seated in the spring-cart 
which usually took their vegetables to market, with 
Charlie by her side, went to Grimsdon. They sold 
the old house in which they had seen so much trouble 
and unhappiness, along with the ground which be- 
longed to it, and Gertrude found herself the mistress 
of five hundred pounds. 

Five hundred pounds ! It was a fortune for Peter's 
humble widow, and she thought aU day, and dreamt 
all night, of all the good she would do with it. 

She returned to her home with her new riches, 
blessing God, who, for so many years, had given her 
nothing but joy and peace. 

Three days after. Lady Beatrice welcomed home 
her son ; but it was grief enough for her to behold 
the traces of suffering in his pale, wasted features, and 
see him, who was formerly so fiiU of life and vigour, 
now feeble and emaciated. 

" Oh, my poor son, how wearied and wom-out you 
are I you must rest,*' said the mother, pressing her 
son's burning hands between her own, and looking at 
him anxiously. 

'' Oh no, dear mother," said Eustace, with a smile, 
" let me enjoy our first evening a little longer. Let 
us walk through the park and see Gertrude ; I have 
a letter to give her from her son." 
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" Not to-night, Eustace. Yoa MUistzest; to-monow 
win be 8OOD caoa^" 

** Do go, dear mother ; the soft evening air will do 
megood.'' 

^Then we will go, if jon insh it so much.'' 

Eustace hardly felt able to drag himself along, he 
was so weak; but he hoped by this walk to calm his 
mothei^s fears, and his moral courage sustained his 
physical weakness. 

Gertrude gave him a warm welcome, though she 
could hardly restrain her tears, as she saw the brave 
hero, who had saved her son's life, stand before her, 
pale as a shadow. 

Lady Beatrice wbhed to nurse Eustace herself, but 
she involuntarily dosed her eyes, and shuddered as 
she saw the half-closed wound. 

** Do you mean to remain here ?^ asked the young 
man, as his mother seated herself by his bed. 

^* Let me watch you sleep, dear Eustace, and then 
if you are wantmg anything I will be here." 

** O mother 1 I wish you would go and rest ; I shall 
never sleep if I think you are wearing yourself out 
for me. I only need rest to be quite well; I beg 
you will leave me," 

'* No, dear son ; I will not leave you,* said Lady 
Beatrice, firmly. 
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Eustace saw all resistance was useless, and was 
silent : he tried to sleep, but in vain ; the pain was 
too great After an hour had passed, he turned to 
his mother, who sat watching his every look, his every 
breath. 

" Now, dear mother, you see I am doing very well ; 
so go you and rest a little while. Your room is quite 
near mine, and I promise to call you if I want any- 
thing. There is nothing to be afraid of, you know ; 
it is only a wound/' smiled Eustace. 

Lady Beatrice tried to resist, but Eustace begged 
his mother to go and rest, and at last she yielded 




CHAPTER XXV. 

" Hii ioul in Him who gave it, me ; 
-God led it to his long repw, 

Its glorious Kit I 
And though Che warrior's sun has set, 
Its light shall linger round m yet. 

Bright, radiant, blest." 

SADY BEATRICE threw herself on her bed, 
dressed as she was, and skptfor very weari- 
ness ; but her repose did not last long, and 
with a start the thought of her son flashed across her 
mind, and she rose and crept softly to his door. But 
there was no sound to be heard, and she returned to 
her own room more calm and hopeful. 

" He must be sleeping soundly," she said to herself, 
" and it will do him all the good in the world." 

About five o'clock, she thought she heard a stifled 
sigh, and a feeble moan j she opened the door gently 
and slipped quietly in. But Eustace never stirred; 
his beautiful fair curls surrounded his pale face like a 
crown of light, and a calm serene beauty rested on his 
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high, white forehead; his handkerchief stained with 
dark spots of blood, was still in his hand^ but Dot a 
breath came from the closed lips. There was some- 
thing in the terrible stillness and silence which made 
the mother's heart tremble. 



She approached the bed and kissed her son's face ; 
it was as cold as ice : she laid her bead on his breast, 
but the heart had ceased to beat 

" My son is dead I " she cried, falling on her knees 
at the foot of the bed ; " dead — gone from me for 
ever, and I was not here to listen to his last 
words ! " 
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Sir Lionel tried to recall his son to life, and the 
physician was sent for in all haste. But all their 
efforts were in vain ; the mother's eyes were not de- 
ceived. Her son was dead ! the poor, wounded bird 
had only returned to the nest to breathe his last 

Poor Lady Clinton could hardly realise this great 
grief that had come upon her so suddenly ; she had 
never moved nor spoken a wor4 since the dreadful 
truth had been made known ; she only sat, cold and 
motionless as a statue, gazing on the lifeless body of 
Eustace. 

At last Lady Beatrice's wandering look fell on her 
husband, who bent over her anxiously ; her son's name 
fell from her lips, and with a great sob she threw her- 
self on the bed, and gave vent to a passion of tears. 

Those tears, bitter though they were, saved her 
life; Sir Lionel did not check their flow, he only 
mingled his own with them. 

" My son, my only son ! " he cried. "Oh, my God, 
give us strength to submit to Thy holy will !" 

Yes, it was finished, all finished. The unknown 
enemy, the dark angel of death, had crept stealthily 
into that happy home, and snatched away its pride, 
its hope ! 

O Beatrice ! happy wife, happy mother ! God has 
at last sent grief to thy heart, which he has spared so 
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long^ Kiss the rod which bruises thee, and press thy 
cold son to thy burning, despairing heart, for the last 
time. He is indeed dead, since thy warm love can- 
not restore him to life; but thou wilt not have this 
cold shadow in thy arms long, and a marble stone will 
soon be all that will recall thy child I 

She did not say all this, this poor sorrowing mother; 
her thoughts wandered strangely, and she repeated 
continually, ''I once had a son, but now I have 
none." All day and night she remained by the bed 
of dead Eustace. Nothing would draw her away. 
At last the time came when he must be taken from 
their sight for ever, and Sir Lionel led his wife gently 
to her own room. She followed him almost mecha- 
nically, without a single sob or sigh, and without 
speaking a word, and he watched her rest in the 
twilight as if she had been a child. The good old 
clergyman sat beside her, and tried to speak words of 
comfort; but is it possible to console such grief? 
Beatrice listened, and heard, and wept. When Sir 
Lionel left her side, she sprang to her feet, as if 
divining what they were going to do. 

"Once more, — let me see him only once more," 
she cried. 

Eustace already lay in his coffin. His mother lifled 
the cloth from his face, and kissed the fair calm 
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features, which slept so silently and peacefully, and 
then, with a weary cry, she fell fainting to the floor. 
When she again returned to consciousness, the grave 
had closed over Eustace for ever. 

If Beatrice's grief was great and deep, that of her 
husband was not less so. He had seen the last de- 
scendant of his name taken away by death ; he had, 
in one short hour seen all his proud dreams for the 
future destroyed and dashed in pieces, and he not 
only mourned for his only son, but he watched over 
his wife anxiously, and a great fear came knocking at 
his heart. 

"My Beatrice, my wife, niy dearest friend," he 
cried ; " we still remain to each other : will you not 
try to live forme?" 

And Beatrice looked up 2tnd thought of the good- 
ness and the devotion of this poor father, who, with- 
out a word of complaint, struggled against his grief 
and tried to comfort her, and then she felt that she 
ought to shut this despair out of her heart and be 
resigned to the will of Heaven, and from that moment 
she tried to smile. 

Lady Beatrice had written to her daughter, and 
very soon there came a long letter from Mabel, full of 
love, and sorrow, and S3niipathy. She hoped to return 
with her husband soon, and spoke of being at Clifden 
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by the end of April But the month of AprQ passed 
and Mabel did not come. Lady Beatrice's health 
was somewhat better, — she looked stronger, calmer, 
and happier, her husband thought He did not know 
tliat all her smiles and her resignation were only the 
efforts of a great soul striving to conceal the magni- 
tude of its grie£ An awful secret weighed on her 
mind, for the Lady Beatrice knew that she could not 
long survive her son. She gazed at her husband long 
and earnestly, and prayed that this new blow might 
be softened to hinu 

She was in a fever of impatience to see her daughter 
again, and hastened her return as much as possible. 
What if she were too late ? was her constant thought 
And as the days passed on, and she gradually grew 
weaker, and slowly faded away, she longed earnestly 
for her return. But the day came when she was no 
longer able to rise, and still Mabel had not arrived 

" My dear Lionel," said Lady Beatrice to her 
husband, " will you try and bear this new trial 
bravely." 

** Beatrice, my darling wife, God will still spare you 
to me and your daughter." 

'' My daughter I Ah yes, Lionel, I would have 
liked to live a little longer for your sakes, but He 
calls me, and I must go home. Do not weep for me, 
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husband ; we shall meet very soon in the bright world 
above, where all our tears shall be wiped away. My 
only regret is, that I cannot say farewell to my only 
child." 

" You will see her again, Beatrice ; you will live to 
welcome her, and we will keep you here with our 
strong love." 

"No," said Beatrice, shaking her head sadly, 
" unless she comes quickly, I shall not see her — God 
is going to take me home beside Eustace." 

And so Sir Lionel sat and watched by the death- 
bed of his wife. A holy silence filled the chamber, 
and a ray of sunlight peeping through the half-closed 
curtain, shone on Beatrice's forehead, and encircled 
it with a crown of light, bright as the faith of her 
who, trusting in her God and leaning upon Him for 
support, was about to enter the valley of the shadow 
of death. 





CHAPTER XXVI. 

'* Weep not for her !— her memory is the shrine 

Of pleasant thoughts, soft as the scent of flowers ; 
Calm as on wdndless eve the sun's decline, 

Sweet as the song of birds among the bowers. 
Rich as a rainbow with its hues of light. 
Pure as the moonshine of an autumn night- 
Weep not for her I 

— D. M. Mont. 

|H£ night passed, and the feeble light of life 
still flickered faintly in the chamber of 
death. Lady Beatrice had occupied those 
silent hours in speaking to her husband of the hope 
and comfort she felt in her heart ; she had intrusted 
all her poor people to him, and the care of the orphan 
children, who were still dear to her. The sufferings 
she endured, and which sometimes made her feeble 
frame tremble, could not still her voice. The ser- 
vants knelt in an adjoining apartment, and prayed 
for their dying mistress, so deservedly beloved by 
all. With the first dawn of day, the solemn stillness 
was broken by the sound of carriage wheels driving 
rapidly round the terrace, and in a few minutes more 
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Mabel and her husband wei« beside tb^ir dying 
mother. 

Lady Beatrice opened her eyes, and a ray of ten- 
der love shone upon her daughter. "My Mabel/* 
she murmured, faintly, ''I have seen you once 



more." 



She put her hand fondly on her daughter's head, 
and tried to kiss the pure forehead; but this joy 
was too much for her, and she fell back helplessly 
on her pillow. With a gentle sigh, her happy spirit 
took its flight, and there was nothing more to be 
heard in that chamber but the sobs of the three 
despairing hearts that were left behind to mourn and 
weep. 

The same day, and nearly at the same hour, Ger- 
trude, who had been sick and ailing for three months, 
lay near the open cottage window. She saw the first 
rays of the rising sun tinge everything with gold, she 
felt the sweet fragrance of the flowers, and heard the 
song of the birds; outside all was full of life and 
beauty, but in the little farm-kitchen there was nothing 
but sorrow and sadness. 

Gertrude alone had a smile on her lips, and as she 
turned her eyes towards the shining blue heavens, 
her heart was full of joy and peace. She was also 
prepared for the eternal change ; it had no terrors for 
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her pure and simple soul, for she trusted implicitly the 
words of Him who has said : 

" Blessed are the poor in spirit" 

" Blessed are the pure in heart" 



Me was poor and humble, she had accomplished 
her modest race without pttde in her good works, and 
there was no bitterness in her heart, because she was 
taken away from earth, now when eveiything was 
happy and smiling. She left her children comfortable 
and at ease, and she had nothing to trouble or distress 
her mind on their account. And so this happy spirit 
laid down the burden of life willingly, and her soul 
returned to God who gave it, fully trusting in His 
precious promises of mercy, by means of her rich 
faith, which ever shone brightest in her darkest 
hour. 



EPILOGUE 

■he two acgels carried those two spirits on 
their white wings to heaven, and bearing in 
their hands the Book of Life, presented 
them at the foot of God's throne. 

" I pray the Great and Almighty Father, Lord of 
heaven and earth, for this noble woman, who, bom 
in the highest ranks of the earth, and surrounded by 
riches, has never known pride or selfishness of heart, 
but has distributed her wealth with lavish hands. 
I pray Thee, for this poor mother, whose bitter grief 
for the loss of her son only rendered her more tender 
and beautiful, and opened her heart more and more 
to the divine gift of charity. Wilt Thou not give 
eternal life and happiness to Beatrice?" said the 
first angeL 

" I pray Thee, Lord God of hosts. King of kings 
and Lord of lords, for a humble woman. The 
cruelty of the wicked, and the hard struggle with 
poverty, have not been able to cloud her iaith or dim 
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the brightness of her trust in Thee. She had neither 
gold nor silver to give, but she has given her love, 
her life, to her children and the poor; she has wept 
and suffered, but she has never doubted Thy mercy 
and love : wilt Thou give eternal life and happiness to 
Gertrude?" pleaded the second. 

"They are equal before Me," said the God of 
heaven and earth. " They have suffered much, given 
much,, loved much. The rich and the poor are 
sisters, and their different virtues are equally precious 
in my sight Have they not hoped with the same 
faith and believed in the same name 1 Eternal bless- 
ings are reserved for such as them : let them pass 
into glory." 



THE END. 
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Footprints of the Creator ; or, The Asterolepis 

of Stromness. With Preface and Notes by Mrs. Milleb, and a 
BiographicalSketch by Professor AoASSiz. PrqfuselylllustratedL 

*Mr. Miller has bronght his subject to the point at which science in 
its onward prooress now lands.' — Aoiussxz. /Vtwi Prtface to Ameriotm 
Edition of the ''TootprinU.* 

Z. 
Third Edition. 

Tales and Sketches. Edited, with a Preface, 

by Mrs. Milleb. 

zi. 
Third Edition. 

Essays : Historical and Biographical, Political 

and Social, Literary and Scientific 

ZII. 

Second Edition. 

Edinburgh and its Neighbourhood, Geological 

and HistoricaL With the Geology of the Bass Bock. 

*«* Suffh MiUer'e Works may alto be had in complete sets of 12 Volumes^ 
elegantly bound in imitation Jtoodburgh, gut top^ price £3, 12«., or 
in half-calf extra^ giU back^ price £4^ lOx. 



POPULAR WORKS 

By ASOOTT B. HOPE. 
Second and Cheaper Edition, Grown Svo, cloth extra, price 8s. 6d., 

A BOOK ABOUT DOMINIES: 

BSniO THB BEFLBCnONS AND BBOOLLBCTIONS OF A MEMBEB 

OF THE PBOFE86ION. 

* A more teniTble book than this aboat boys has rarely been written, for it 
enters practically into all the partlcnlars which have to be encountered amongst 
**the yonng ideas" who have to be trahied for life, and are too oftoi marred by 
the educational means adopted for their early mental development The writer 
ia eyidently one of the Arnold school — ^that '* prince of schoolmasters"— who did 
more for the formation of the character of his pupils than any man that ever 
lived.'— JEe^Tf Wteilp Messenger. 

Third Edition, Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d., 

A BOOK ABOUT BOYS. 

Bt ASOOTT R HOPE, Author of * A Book about Dominies.' 

Four Volumes, Crown Syoydoth, price ISa., 
THB PEOPLE'S EDITION OP 

T YT LE R' S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. 

*The most brilliant age of Scotland is fortunate in having found a historian 
whose sound Judgment is accompanied by a graceful liveliness of imagination. 
We venture to predict that this book will soon become, and long remabi, the 
standard History of Scotland.'— QuarferJy Review. 

Cheap Edition, Crown Svo, cloth extra, price 38. 6d., 

LAST LEAVES: 

8KGTCHCS AND CRITICISMS. 

Bt Albxahder Smith, 

Author of ^Life Drama,* * Dreamthorpe,* etc. eta 

Edited, with a Memoir, by Patrick Prootob Alkzaitdeb, M.A., 
Author of ^Mill and Oarlyle,* etc etc. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 3a>, 

TRIUMPH : 

Wift Cf^rtsttan more tj^an CTonqtteror. 

Bt the Bey. GEORGE PHILIP, M.A., Free St. John's 

Church, Edinburgh. 

*We haye, in this little Yolnme, a very gem of scriptural, Christian 
thonghtfulness, of sagacious Christian joyfulness, of cultured intellect, 
of purest literary taste^ and of finest genuine feeling.*— jBrtitM4 and 
Foreign EvangeUcal Betnew. 
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NIMMO'S 

LIBRARY EDITION OF STANDARD WORKS, 

In Iwge Demy 8to, with Steel Portrait and Vignette, handsomely 
bound, Boxbnrgh style, gilt tops, price fa. each. 



THE OOHFLETE WOSKB 

OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEABE. With Biographical 
Sketch by Mary 0. Clabke; 
and a Copious Glossary. 

n. 

THE OOMPEETE POETI- 
CAL AND PBOSE WOBKS 
OF BOBEBT BUBNS. With 
Life and Yariorom Notes. 

m. 

THE inSOELLAITEOITS 

WOBKS OF OLIVEB 
GOLDSMITH. 

THE POETIOAL W0EK8 

OF LOBD BTBON. Dlus- 
trated by eminent Artists. 



Y. 

J08EPHUS I The Whole 

Works of Plavius Joskphus, 
the Jewish Historian. Trans- 
lated by Whiston. 



THE AEAJBIAir NIGHTS' 

BNTEBTAINMENTS. 
Illustrated with upwards of 
100 original Engravings. 

vn. 

THE WOKKS OP JONA- 
THAN SWIFT, D.D. Care- 
fully selected, with Life of the 
Auwor, and original and 
authentio Notes. 

vin. 

THE WOBES OF DANIEL 

DEFOE. Carefully selected 
from the most authentio 
sources; with Life of Author. 

THE WOEKS^OF TOBIAS 

SMOLLETT. Carefully 
selected from the most 
authentic sources ; with Life 
of Author. 

THE GANTEBBTIBT 

TALES AND FAEBIE 
QUEEN, with other Poems 
of Chaucer and Spenser. 
Edited for Popular Perusal, 
with current Illustratiye and 
Explanatory Notes. 



%* 'fhib above Works may also "be had elegantly boond in half-calf extra, 

Stat laack, price 8s. each. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, price 6s., 

WAYSIDE THOUGHTS OF 
A PROFESSOR: 

BEING A SEBIES OF DESULTOBT ESSAYS ON EDUCATION. 
Bt D'Arot Wbhtwokth Thompson, 

Professor of Greek, Queen's College, Galway; Author of *Day Dreama 
of a Schoolmaster;' 'Sales Attici,! eto. etc 



Demy Svo, doth, priee* 10s. 6d., 

JAMJESOS'S SCOTTISH DICTIOirMT. 

Abridged from the Dictionary and Supplement (in 4 yoIb. 4toX by 
John JomisroirK. An entirely new Edition, BeTised and Enlarged, 
by JoHH LoNOMUiB, A.1L, LL.D., formerly Lecturer in King's Col- 
1^ and University, Aberdeen. 



Second Edition, Grown 8yo, cloth extra, price 8s. Gd., 

PAMUT PMTEES JOB, PIVE WEEKS, 

With Pbatebs fob Special OooAfaoNS, and a Tablb for Bbadino 
THE Holt Sgbiptubes thbouohout the Year. 

Bt WILLIAM WILSON, Mhhstek of Eipfsn. 



In demy 8to, richly bound in cloth and gold, price Ss. Gd., 

THE POETICAL ¥OMS OF JAMES THOMSON. 

Edited bt 0HABLE3 GOWDEN GLAHKE. 

Dlufitrated with choice Full-page Engi:aTing8 on Steel, printed in 

Golours by Kbonhsim & Go. 



Demy 8yo, bound, price Ss. 6d., 

THE MECHAnc'S AUD STTTDEinrs mum 

IN the 

DE8IQNINQ AND CONSTRUCTION OF GENERAL MACHINE 6EARINQ, 

As Eccentrics, Screws, Toothed Wheels, etc., and the Drawing of 
Bectilineal and Gurved Surfaces ; with Practical Bules and Details. 

lEEasttateUr loitf^ numerous ^rtptol Cngtabtngs. 

Edited bt PBANGIS HERBERT JOYNSON, 
Author of * The Metals used in Gonstruotion.* 

* As a whole, the work may be commended for Its general correctness, breritj, 
neatness, and tbe way in which it necessitates the drawing forth from the mental 
stores the technical knowledge stowed away as a '*fi>nndatIon.** .... We may 
remark that many London schools have for some time adopted the examples to 
be found In H r. Joynson's work as exextlses for yonth, and that the said youth 
eTentoally And them of great use. Surely this is commendation indeed, and with 
this we ckMe a brief notice of a very nioely got-np and creditable volume.'— iSinff* 
UthMechauk. 



NIMMO'S FIVE SHILLING ILLUSTRATED 

GIFT-BOOKS. 



Grown 8to, beautifully printed on superfine paper, profusely illustrated 
by eminent Artists, and riohly bound in doth and gold and gilt 
edges, price 6s. each. 

L 

SWOED AKD FEN ; Or, English WoriMes in the Beign 

of Elizabeth. By Walixh Olditov. 

IL 

HOBBIE SETOir ; Or, Driven to Sea. By Mrs. George 

GuppLBB, Author of * Unexpected Pleasures,* etc. 

III. 

TEE OIBCIIiE OF THE YEAB; Or, Studies of Natnie 

and Pictures of the Seasons. By W. H. Davbzcpost Adakb. 

IV. 

FOOD AND BAIHENT ; Or, the Treasures of the Earth and 

their Uses to Man. By the Key. John Montgomebt, M.A. 

V. 

8T0BIES OF SOHOOL LIFE. By Ascott B. Hope. 

VI. 

THE BATTLE HISTOET OF SCOTLAND. Tales of 

Chivalry and Adventure. By Charles Alfbbd Maxwell. 

VII. 

the" sea EINOS of OBENET. And other Historical 

Tales. By the same Author. 

VIII. 

ENGLISH AND SCOTTISH CHI7ALBT. Tales from 

Authentic Chronicles and Histories. By the same Author. 

IX. 

THE ¥AES OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND. Histori- 

cal Tales of Bravery and Heroism. By the same Author. 



NUMMO'S •' CARMINE ' OlFT-fiOOKS. 



L 

Small 4to^ beautifully printed within red lines on superior paper, 
handsomely bound in oloUi extra, beyelled boards, gilt edges, price 
7s. 6d., 

ROSES AND HOLLY: 

a (Vf€t«Bodi &r an tie 9ttt. 

With Original Illustrations by eminent Artists. 

•This is really a oollectton of art and literary gem»— the prettiest book, take it 
all In all, that we haye leea this season.*->iSMlra(e(l Turns, 



IX. 

Uniform with the above, price 7s. 6d., 

PEN AND PENCIL PICTURES FROM THE POETS. 

With Ohoice Illustrations by the most eminent Artists. 



IIL 
Uniform with the above, price 7s. 6d., 

GEMS OF LITERATURE: 

ELEQANT, BABE, AND SUGGESTIVE. 

niostrated by distinguished Artists. 

* For really Inxai-ions books, Nimmo's ** Pen and Pencil Pictures from the Poets" 
and ** Oems of literatim " may be well recommended. They are loxnrions in the 
binding, in the jnrlnt, in the engraTings, and in the paper.'-.Jfom<ii9 Pm; 



IV. 

Uniform with the above, price 7s. 6d., 

THE BOOK OF ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 

Plofasely Illustrated by the most eminent Artists. 



V. 

Uniform with the above^ price 7s. 6d.| 

THE GOLDEN GIFT. 

A BOOK FOB THE YOUNO. 

m 

Vrotuatiij Illustrated with Original Engravings on Wood by 

eminent Artists. 
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NIMMO'8 POPULAR EDITION OF THE 
WORKS OF THE POETS. 



In foftp. 8to, printed on toned paper, elegantly bound in clotL extra, 
gilt edge0| price 88. 6d. each ; or In morocoo antique, price 68. 6d. 
each ; or morocoo extra, with inlaid ivory on side, price 7b. 6d. 
each. Each Volume contains a Memoir, and is illustrated with a 
Portrait of the Author, engprayed on Steel, and numerous full-page 
Illustrations on Wood, from dedgpas by eminent Artists. 



Longfellow's Foetioal Works. 



n. 



Scott's Poetical Works. 



m. 



Byion's Poetical Works. 



nr. 



Moore's. Poetical Works. 



V. 



Wordsworth's Poetical Works. 



yi. 



Oowper's Poetical Works. 



vn. 



Milton's Poetical Works. 

ynx. 

Thomson's Poetical Works. 



IZ. 

Beattie and Chldsmith's 
Poetical Works. 

Pope's Poetical Works. 

XL 

Bnms's Poetical Works. 

zn. 

The Oasqnet of Gtems. 

A Volume of Choice Selectioiia from 
the Works of the Poets. 

xm. 

The Book of Hmnorons 
Poetry. 

XIV. 

Ballads s Scottish and 
English. 



%* This Series of Books, from the very superior manner in which it 
is produced, is at once the cheapest and handsomest edition of the Poets 
in the market. The yolumes form elegant and appropriate presents bs 
School Prizes and Gift-Books, either in cloth or morocco. 

* They are a manrel of cheapness, some of the volumes extending to 
as many as 700, and even 900, ^ages, printed on toned paper in a 
beautifully clear type. Add to this, that they are profusely illustrated 
with wood engravmgs, are eleganUy and tastefully bound, and that 
they are pubHBned at 8(9. 6d. each, and our recommendation of them is 
complete.^— ^co^Mnan. 
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UNIFORM WITH 

NIMMO'S POPULAR EDITION OF THE 
WORKS OF THE POETS. 



The Oomplete Works of 
Shakespeare. 

With Biographical Sketch by 
Mart Cowden Clarke. Two 
Volumes, price ds. 6d. each. 

II. 

The Arabian Nights' 
Entertainments. 

With One Hnndred Illustrations 
on Wood. Two Volumes, price 
ds. 6d. each. 

m. 

Bnnyan's Pilgrim's Progress 
and Holy War. ' 

Complete in One Volume. 



IV. 

Idves of the British 
Poets: 

Biographies of the most eminent 
British Poets, with Specimens 
of their Writings. Twelve 
Portraits on Steel, and Twelve 
Full-page Illustrations. 

V. 

The Prose Works of 
Sobert Bnms. 

Correspondence complete, Bemarks 
on Scottish Song, Letters to 
Clarinda, Commonplace Books, 
etc. etc 



NIMMO'S FAVOURITE GIFT-BOOKS. 

In smaU 8vo, Illustrated, printed on toned paper, richly bound in cloth 
and gold and gilt edges, with new and original Frontispiece, 
printed in colours by Kroithbim, price 2s. 6d. each. 

rv. 

iEsop's Fables, 

Bt Db. CROXAIXi 



The Tioar of Wakefield. 
Bt Oliver Gouismixh. 



n. 



BTmyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 



m. 



The Life and Adventiires 
of Bobinson Omsoe. 



V. 



The History of Sandford 
and Herton. 



VL 



ETenings at Home; 

<9r, S^t jfttfatmle TUvii^ 9ptu^, 



*,* The above are yery elegant and remarkably cheap editions of 
these old favourite Works. 
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COMPLETION OF THE COPTXZOST EDITION OF 

WILSON'S 

TALES OF THE BORDERS. 

Edited by ALEXANDER LEIGHTON, 
One of the Original Editors and Contributors. 

In annotmcing the completion of the Copyright Edition of the Bob- 
deb TALB8, the Publisher does not consider it necessary to say anything 
in recommendation of a work which has stood the test of a general com- 
petition, and which has incre&sed in public favour with its years. 
Iiqnally suited to all classes of readers, it has been received with delight 
in the achocd-room, the drawing-room, the parlour, and the village read- 
ing^oonu Many of the Tales have been publicly read. The high tone 
of its morality renders it an admirable small library for young members 
of the family. 

The new Oopvright Edition will contain four additional Volumes, 
now first published, wluch will complete the work. It will be issued 
in Twenty-four Monthly Volumes, price Is. each, sewed in elegant 
wrapper, commencing March 1st, 1869. But at the same time the entire 
worK will be kept on sale, so that all who desire to possess it— either 
complete, or any separate volume thereof — can be supplied at once. 
Each voliune is complete in itself, forming an independent collection 
of stories. The work may also be had in Twelve Double Volumes, 
handsomely bound in cloth, price 8s. each, or in Boxburgh gilt top, for 
libraries, etc., price 4s. 6d. each. 

Those who already possess the first twenty Volumes are recommended 
to complete their sets by purchasing the four New Volumes, the last of 
which will contain a Steel Portrait of the Editor and principal contri- 
butor, Alexander Le^ghton, with a copious Glossary. 



A NEW TALE BY HARRIET MILLER DAVIDSON. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, price 6s., ' 

CHRISTIAN OSBORNE'S FRIENDS. 

A TALE 

By Mks. HABRIET MILLER DAVIDSON, 

Author of * Isobel Jardine*s History/ 

* There is an entire absence of cant in the book ; the principal heroine Cf o r there 
are tii«o>, Mar^ Lester, remtads ns of Dinah In "Adam Bade," and occasionally 
of Correr Bell's " Shirley." She unites in her person some of the qnalltles which 
diatingafsh both ( and while we would not imply that Mrs. DaTidson oconpies so 
high a position as George Eliot or Cnrrer Bell, we mnst admit that she possesses 
ta a minor degree soma of the qnaliftes which hare made their writings so re- 
markably sacces8ftiL'>-2%« NoneoitfiormiiL 



NIMMO'S 

HANDY BOOKS OF USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. 

Foolscap 8vo, uniformly bound in doth extra. 

PRICE ONE SHILLING EACR 



THE EARTH'S GRUST. 

A Handy Oniline of Geology. With nnmerons Blustrations. Third 
Edition. By David Page, LL.D., P.R.S.E., F.G.S., Author of 
* Text-Books of Oeology and Physical G^eography/ eta 

*Snch a work as this was much wanted, — a work giving in clear and intelligible 
oatline the leading facts of the science, withont amplification or irksome detaila 
It Is admirable in arrangement, and clear, easy, and at the same time forcible, in 
style. It will lead, we hope, to the introduction of geology into many schools that 
have neither time nor room for the study of large treatisea'— 27k« Mtueum. 

II. 

POULTRY AS A MEAT SUPPLY: 

Being Hints to Henwives how to Bear and Manage Poultry Economi- 
cally and Profitably. Pourtl^ Edition. By the Author of « The 
Poultry Kalendar.* 

"nie Author's excellent aim is to teach henwives how to make the poultry-yard 
a profitable as well as pleasant pursuit, and to irapularize poultry-rearing among 
the rural population generally.' — TJte Globe, 

m. 

HOW TO BECOME A SUCCESSFUL 

ENGINEER: 

Being Hints to Youths intending to adopt the Profession. Third 
edition. By Bebxard Stuart, Engineer. 

* Parents and guardians, with youths under their charge destined for the pro- 
fession, as wen as youths tiiemselTes, who intend to adopt it, will do well to study 
and obey the plain curriculum in this little book. Its doctrine will, we hesitate 
not to say, if practised, tend to fill the ranks of the profession with men conscious 
of the he a v j le^prni i ibtjit i e s placed in their ehargek'— /Voclical Mechanic' $ Journal. 

IV. 

RATIONAL COOKERY: 

Oookery made Practical and Economical, in connection with the 
Ohendstry of Food. Fifth Edition. By Hartclaw Bsm. 

*A thousand timet more useftil as a marriage-gift than the usual gewgaw 
presents, would be this very simple manual for the daily guidance of the youthftil 
bride in one of her most impoftant domestic dutiea'— flfoi^ois CWtsen. 



I 
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NIMMO'S 
EAITOT BOOKS OF USEFUL OOWLEDQE- 

Continued. 



VI. 
DOMESTIC MEDICINE: 

Plain ftnd Brief Bireotions for the Treatment requisite before Advioe 
can be obtained. Seoond Edition. By Offley Bohun Shobe, 
Doctor of Medicine of the TJniyersity of Edinburgh, etc etc etc 

*Thi8 is one of the medicine hooks that oaght to be published. It is from 
the pen of Dr. Shore, an eminent physician, and it is dedicated, by permission, to 
Sir James T. Simpson, Bart, one of the first physicians of the ag&' — The Standard. 



VIL 

DOMESTIC MANAGEMENT: 

FTints on the Training and Treatment of Children and Servanis. 
By Mbs. Charles Doto. 

' This is an excellent book of its kind, a handbook to family life which will dn 
much towards promoting comfort and happiness.' — The Spectator. 



VIIL 

FREE-HAND DRAWING: 

A Guide to Ornamental, Figure, and Landscape Drawing. Bj an 
Art Student, Author of * Ornamental and Figure Drawing.* 
Profusely Illustrated. 

'ThUi Is an excellent and thoroughly practical guide to ornamental, figure, and 
landscape drawing. Beginners coiUd not make a better start than with this capital 
little book.'— i/brnjn^ Star. 



IX. 

THE METALS USED IN CONSTRUCTION : 

Iron, Steel, Bessemer Metal, etc. etc . By Francis Herbert Jotnsom. 
Illustrated. 

*In the interests of practical science, we are bound to notice this work; and to 
those who wish ftirther information, we should say, buy it; and the outlay, wc 
honestly believe, will be considered a shilling well spent* — Scientific Review. 



OTHER VOLUMES IN PREPARATION. 
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Popular Works by the Author of ' Heaven oui Home.' 

L 

ONE HUNDREDTH THOUSAND. 

Crown 8yo, oloih antique, price Ss. 6d., 

HEAVEN OUR HOME. 

' The author of the volame before as endeavours to describe what hearen Is, as 
shown by the light of reason and Scripture; and we promise the reader many 
charming pictures of heavenly bliss, founded upon undeniable authority, and 
described with the pen of a dramatist, which cannot fUl to elevate the soul as 

well as to delight the imagination. Part Second proves, in a manner as 

beautiM as it is convincing, the doctbikb ov tbc X£COOKXTioh of fbibhds or 
HBAVsir, — a subject of which the author makes much, introducing many touching 
scenes of Scripture celebrities meeting in heaven and discoursing of their experi- 
ence on earth. Part Third dsmomstratbs thb intbbbst which those in nxAvsy 

VEBL IH SABTH, AND PB0VS8, WITH BXMAKKABLB OLXABNXSS, THAT SUCH AN INTB- 
BBST BXI8T8 NOT ONLY WITH THB ALMIOHTT AND AMONG THB ANQBLS, BUT ALSO 

AMONO THB BPIBIT8 ov DBPABTBD FBiBNDSi We Unhesitatingly give our opinion 
that this volume is one of the most dellghtftil productions of a religious character 
which has appeared for some time ; and we would desire to see it pass into exten- 
sive drcQlaUon.'—- fi'iaigow Herald. 



A Olieap Edition of 

HEAVEN OUR HOME, 

In oTown Syo, oloth limp, price Is. 6d., is also published. 



II. 

TWENTY-NINTH THOUSAND. 
Grown 8yo, cloth antique, price Ss. 6d., 

EET FOB HEAVSN. 

'The author, in his or her former woi'k, "Heaven our Home," portrayed a 

SOCIAL BBAVBN, WHBBB BCATTBBBD FAXILIBB XEBT AT LAST IN LOYINO INTBB- 

couBflB AND IN POSSESSION OF PEEFECT BEGOONiTiON, to Spend a ncver-euding 
eternity of peace and love. In the present work the individual state of the chil- 
dren of God is attempted to be unfolded, and more especially the state of proba- 
tion which is set apart for them on earth to fit and prepare erring mortiUs for the 
society of the saints. .... The work, as a whole, displays an originality"^ of con- 
ception, a flow of language, and a closeness of reasoning rarely found in rdigions 
publications. .... The author combats the pleasing and generally accepted belief^ 

(hat DEATH WILL EFFECT AM BNTUB CHANGE ON THB 8PIBITUAL CONDITION OF 

ODE SOULS, and that all who enter into bliss wUl be placed on a common leveL'— 
OUugaw Berald. 



A Cheap Edition of 

MEET FOR HEAVEN, 

In crown 8yo, oloth limp, price Is, 6d., is also published. 



Works bf the Author of ' Heaven our Home ' — ^onHnaed. 

in. 

TWSNYT-FIBST KSGOBAITB. 

Grown 8tO| olofh antique, piioe ds. ^ 

LirX IN QBAYEN. 

Thsb1i Faith n ohaitgsd jsto Sight, asd Hope ib passed otto 

BLIBSFUIi FbUITION. 

*Thla is eertalttly one of the most remarkable works which hare been issued 
flrom the press daring the present generation ; and we hare no doabt it will prove 
as acceptable to the pnblic as tiie two attractive volumes to whioh it forms an 
appropriate and beautiM seqneL* — Cheltenham Joumak 

* We think this work well calculated to remove many erroneous ideas respecting 
our Aiture state, and to put before Its readers such an idea of the reality of our 
existence there, as may tend to make a fhture world more desirable and more 
sought for than it is at present*— Caf?»&ri(^e University ChrcnkU, 

'This, like its oompanion works, "Heaven our Home," and " Meet for Heaven,** 
needs no adventitious drcumstances, no prestige of literary renown, to recommend 
it to the consideration of the reading public, and, like its predecessors, will no 
doubt circulate by tens of thousands throughout the land.*— (iVaifirow Examiner, 



A Oheftp Edition of 

LIFE IN HEAVEN, 

In crown 8yO| doth limp, price Is. 6cL, is also pnbHslied. 

IV. 
SEVENTH THOUSAND. 

Crown Syo, cloth antique, price ds. 6cl, 

CHRIST'S TRANSFIGURATION; 

Ob, Tabor^s Teachings. 

*The work opens up to view a heaven to be prized, and a home to be sought for, 
and presents it in a cheerful and attractive aspect. The beauty and elegance of 
Uie language adds grace and dignity to the subject, and will tend to secure to it 
the passport to public favour so deservedly merited and obtained by the author's 
former productions.'— i/(Em<ro<« Standard. 

* A careful reading of this volume will add immensely to the Interest of the New 
Testament narrative of the Transfiguration, and so far will greatly promote our 
personal interest in the will of GU>d as revealed in his word.*— FefJeyon Timet, 



A Oheap Edition of 

CHRIST'S TRANSFIGURATION, 

In crown 8yo, cloth limp, price Is. 6d., is also published. 

%* Aggregate Sale of the above Fopnlar Works, 167,000 oopiei. 

In addition to this, they have been reprinted and extensiyely oiron- 
lated in America. 
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NIMMO'S PRESENTATION SERIES OF 
STANDARD WORKS. 



In small Grown Sto, printed on toned paper, bound in cloth extra, gilt 
edges, bevelled boards, Tnth Portrait engraved on Steel, 

price 8s. 6d. each. 



WISDOM, WIT, AND ALLEGORY. 

BalMtid from *Tlie Bpeetatsr.* 

IL 

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN: 

A BlOGKAPHT. 

m. 

THE WORLD'S WAY: 

Latb ov Lifb aud Ljuioitb. 

IV. 

TRAVELS IN AFRICA, 

Thb lifb Ain> TRAVELS or 

MUNQO PARK. 

With a Supplementary Chapter, 
detailing the results of recent 
Discovery in Africa. 

V, 

WALLACE, 
THE HERO OF SCOTLAND: 

A BlOOSAPHT. 

By James Faterson. 
EPOCH MEN, 

ASD THB BbSULTB OF THEIB 

Lives. 
By Samuel Nell. 



vn. 
THE MIRROR OF CHARACTER. 

8BLBOTXD 7BOX THB WBrrorOS OF 

OVERBURY, EARLE, AND BUTLER, 
vm. 

MEN OF HISTORY. 
By Eminent Writers. 



OLD WORLD WORTHIES; 

Ob, Olassioal Bioobapht. 

BSLXOTBD FBOX 

PLUTABOH'S LIVES. 

THE MAN OF BUSINESS 

Oonsidered in Six Aspects. 

A Book fob Youiro Mxir. 

XL 

WOMEN OF HISTORY. 
By Sndnent Writers. 



The IMPROVEMENT OF THE MIND. 
By Isaao Watts. 

xm. 

TALES OF OLD ENGLISH LIFE; 

Ob, Pictubes of thb Pebiods. 
By W. F. Collier, LL.D. 



*«* This elegant and useful Series of Books has been specially 
prepared for School and OoUege Prizes: the^ are, however, equallv 
suitable for General Presentation. In selecting the works for this 
Series, the aim of the publisher has been to produce books of a perma- 
nent value, interesting m manner and instructive in matter — booin that 
youth will read eagerly and with profit, and which will be found equally 
attractive in after life. 



NIMMO'S HALF-GROWN REWARD BOOKS. 

Extra Foolscap 8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, Ulnstrated, 



price 



lelegani 
2s. 6d.€ 



each. 



Memorable Wan of Scotland. 



BT 



Pateiox F&4MB TraxB, F.BJSLE., 
Author of ^HiBtorj of Scotland,* ete. 



n. 



Seeing the World i 

Bt Ohabueb Nobdhoff. 



▼. 



UL 



The Martyr Miedonaiy : 

fibt gtart hi €}pxm. 
Bt Bey. Oha&lbs P. Bush, M.A. 



IT. 



My Few Home ; 



Home Heroines s 

SBlef for ^itln. 
Bt T. 8. Abthub. 

VL 

Lessons from Women's Idyes. 

Bt Sabah J. Halb. 

vn. 

The Eoseville Family : 

^n Hbtorual S^ale of t^e 

6xg]^teent^ Ctntxtrj;. 

Bt Mrs. A. S. Obb. 
vin. 

Leah; 

> g, 8;alf of ^ttotnt f alesfittt. 
Bt Mbs. a. S. Obr. 

IX. 

Champions of the Bef ormation. 

(T^t j$toib8of%ir¥tbt8. 



NIMMO'S TWO SHILLING REWARD BOOKS. 

Foolscap 8vo, IlluBtrated, elegantly bound in cloth extra, beyelled 
boards^ gilt back and Ade, gilt edges, price 28. each. 



The Par Forth! 

Explorations in the Arctic 
Begions. 

Bt EusaA Kb»t Eaitb, M.D. 



n. 



The Toimg Men of the Bible s 

Bt Bev. Joseph A> Oolldeb. 



m. 



The Blade and the Ear: 

A Book for Yonng Ken. 



IV. 



Moneurchs of Ooean : 

Narratives of Maritime Discovery 
and Progress. 



V. 

Life's Grosses, and How to 
Meet them. 

Bt T. B. Abthub. 

VI. 

A Father's Legaoy to his 
Daughters; eto. 

A Book for Young Women, 

Bt Dr. Gbegobt. 

vn. 

GreatMenofEnropeanHistory. 

Bt David Pbydb, M.A, 
vin. 

Mountain Patriots : 

A Tale of the Bef ormation in 
Savoy. 
Bt Mbs. A. S. Obb. 
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NIMMO'S EI6HTEENPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 

Bemy 18mo, Illiistrated, dofh extra^ gilt edges, price Is. 6d. each. 



The Boy's Own Vorkshop. . 

Bt Jacob Abbott. 



VII. 



The Life and AdyentuieB of 
Bobinson Orosoe. 



The HistoiT of Sandfoid 
and Merton. 



DC 



The Yioar of Wakefield. 

Poems and Essays; 

Bt Oliveb Goldsmith. 

n. 

JEsop's Fables, 

With InstructiYe Applications. 

Bt Br. Croxall. 

m. 

Bxinyan's Pilgrim's Progress.' 

IV. 

The Tonng Han-of- War's 

Ifft-n. 
A Boy's Voyage round the World. 

V. 

The TreasTuy of Anecdote : 

Moral and Beligions. 

*«* The above Series of elegant and useful books are specially pre- 
pared for the entertainment and instruction of young persons. 

NIMMO'S SUNDAY SCHOOL REWARD BOOKS. 



VL 



Evenings at Home. 

Or, The Juvenile Budget Opened. 

X. 

ITnezpeoted PleasnreSi 

By Mrs. Gboroe Gupples, Author 
of * The Little Oaptain,* etc. 



Fcap. 8vOk doth extra, gilt edges, niustrated, price Is. 6d. each. 

I. _ Y. 

Bible Blessings. 

Bt Bkv. Richard Kjewtoit. 



n. 

One Hour a Week i 

gt&H-ika Tiibh 9'^tumn iax fl^< 

m. 
The Best Things. 

Bt Bev. Bighard Newtozt. 

XV. 

Oraoe Harvey and her 
Oonsins. 



Lessons from Bose Wl] 

Aza> 
Little Kannette. 



VI. 

Great and Good Women: 

J^vaynfigai for 5xrls. 

Bt Ltdia H. 8100URNET. 

vn. 

At Home and Abroad; or, 

Inde ^tUiBrn's ^bttdam. 
vitt. 

The Kind Governess; or, 

Jiofo to Pake Home SiappJ. 



NIMMO'S ONE SHILLING JUVENILE BOOKS. 

Foolscap 8vo, Ckdoiued Frontiflpieoe^ handsomely bound in doth, 

Illuminated, price Is. each. 



Tom LitUe People and their 

FrienoBi 

n. 

Elisabetli; 

#r, 9^t (Bxila of ^zberis. 

m. 

Pftol and Viiginia. 

IV. 

Little Threads. 

V. 

Benjamin Franklin. 

VI. 

Barton Todd. 



vn. 



The Feiils of Greatness. 

vm. 

Little Orowns, and How to 

Win Them. 



Great Biches. 

The Bight Waj, and 
the Contrast. 

ZI. 

The Daisy's First Winter. 

xn. 
The Man of the Monntain. 



NIMMO'S SIXPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS. 

Bemy ISmo, mnstrated, handsomely boxmd in doth, gilt side, 

gilt edges, price 6d. each* 



Pearls for Little People. 

n. 

Great Lessons for 
Little People. 

ni. 

Season in Bhyme. 

IV. 

IBsop's Little Fable Book. 

V. 

Grapes &om the Great Vine. 
The Pot of Gold. 



VIL 



Story Pictures from the Bible. 

vm. 

The Tables of Stone. 
Ways of Doing Good. 

z. 

stories about our Dogs. 

XL 

The Bed-Winged Goose. 

zn. 

The Hennit of the Hills. 



NIMMO'S FOURPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS. 

The above Series of Books are also done np in elegant Enamelled Paper 
Coven, beantifnlly printed in Colours, price id. each. 

%* The dIstlnctlTe features of the New Series of Sixpenny and One Shflling 
Juvenile Books are : The Subjects of each Volume have been selected with a due 
regard to Instm^on and Entertainment; they are well printed on fine paper, in 
a superior manner; the fflillilng Series is Illustrated with Frontispieces printed in 
Colours; the Sixp«uiy Series has beautiftil Engrarings; and they are elegantl/ 
bound. 



NIMMO'S POPULAR RELIGIOUS GIFT-BOOKS. 



18mo, finely printed on toned paper, handsomely bonnd in cbth extra, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, price Is. 6d. each. 



Across the River: Twelve Views of Heaven. 

By KoRHAN MACLEOD, B.D. ; B. W. Hamilton, B.D. ; Bobebt S. 
CAin>LiSH, B.D. ; James ELamilton, D.D. ; eta eto. etc. 
* A more cluurming little work has rarely fallen under our notice, or one that 
will more fkithftdly direct the steps to that better land it should be the aim of all 
to seek.*— SelTs Metienger. 

m 

Emblems of Jesus ; or. Illustrations of 

£imnaiiuel*8 Ghaiacter and Work. 

m. 

Life Thoughts of Eminent Christians. 

IV. 

Comfort for the Desponding; or, Words to 

Soothe and Cheer Troubled Hearts. 

V. 

The Chastening of Love ; or, Words of Con- 
solation to the Christian Mourner. By Joseph Pabkeb, D.D.| 
Manchester. 

VL 

The Cedar Christian. By the Rev. Theodore 

L. CUTIJEB. 

vn. 

Consolation for Christian Mothers bereaved 

OF LnTLB Childbbn. By A Fbibnd of Moubhbb& 

vni. 

The Orphan : or. Words of Comfort for the 

Fatherless and Motherless. 

IX. 

Gladdening Streams; or, The Waters of the 

Sanctuary. A Book for Fragments of Time on each Lord's Day 
of the Year. 

Spirit of the Old Divines. 

zi. 

Choice Gleanings froia Sacred Writers. 

xo. 

Direction in Prayer. By Peter Grant, D.D., 

Author of ^ Emblems of Jesus,* etc. 



Scripture Imagery. By Peter Grant, D.D., 

Author of * Emblems of Jesns,' etc 



poplar lleligiotts Wiaxln, 

SUITABLE FOR PRESENTATION. 



Foolscap Syo, handsomeTy bound in oloth extra, antique, 

price 2b. 6d^ 

CHRISTIAN GOMFOBT. 

Bt thb Autbob of 'EMBLEMS OF JESUS.' 

IL 
By the same Author, nniform in style and price, 

LIGHT ON THE GRAY 



in. 

Uniform in style and price, 

GLIMPSES OF THE CELESTIAL CITY, 

AND GUIDE TO THE INHERITANGK 

Qditi SfntroHttction B^ tie 

BEY. JOHN MAGFABLANE, LL.D., 

GLAFHAM, LONDOir. 

Grown 4to, doth extra, gilt edges^ price 6s., 

THE NATIONAL MELODIST. 

Two EuvDBXD Stabdabo Songs, with Sthphoioes ahd Aooom- 

PANIMKNTB FOB THB PlANOFOBTB. 

Edited by J. G. Kdeseb. 



Demy 4to, doth extra, gilt edges, price Ss. Gd., 

THE SCOTTISH MELODIST. 

Fobtt-Eight Boottibh Songs and Ballads, with Stxfhonieb and 
aooompandcsnts fob thb flanofobtb. 

Edited by J. G. Kieseb. 

The above two volumes are very excellent Gollections of First-lass 
Music. The arrangements and accompaniments, as the name of the 
Editor will suffidentl^ testify, are adxnirahle. They form handsome 
and suitable presentation volumes. 
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NIMMO'S INSTRUCTIVE AND ENTERTAINING 

ANECDOTE BOOKS. 



Foolscap 8yo, elegantly printed on superfine paper, and richly bound 
in doth and gold and gilt edges, price 2s. each. 

BOOKS AND AUTHORS. 

CcBioos Facts add OaABAcrsBisno SKKroaxs. 

Il&w and lawyers. 

Odbiocs Facts asd OaABAcnoiisno SEXToass. 
m. 

AST AND ARTISTS. 

OuBious Facts and OHARACTEsisnc Sketches. 

INVENTION AND DISCOVERY. 

GuRiocB Facts and Ohabactebistxo Sketches. 

OMENS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 

GuBious Facts and luLusTBATiyB Skstghhs. 

VI. 

CLERGYMEN AND DOCTORS. 

CuBious Facts and Gharactebistic Sketches. 

*Thls serieB seems well adapted to answer the end proposed by the publisher— 
that of providing, In a handy form, a compendium of wise and witty sayings, 
choice anecdotes, and memorable facts.* — The BooUeller. 

NIMMO'8 POCKET TREASURIES. 

Hiniatnre 4to, choicely printed on the finest toned paper, and beauti- 
fully bound in a new style, cloth, price Is. each. The Complete 
Set in an elegant Box, price 7s. 6d. each. 



A Treasury of Table 
Talk. 



IV. 



The Table Talk 

of Samuel Johnson. 

LL.D. 



V. 



Gleanings 

from the Comedies of 

Shakespeare. 



XL 

Epigrams 
and Literary Follies. 

A Treasury of Poetic 
Gems. 

* A charming little Series, well edited and printed. More thoroughly readable 
tttUe books it would be hard to find ; there is no padding in them,«aU is epigram, 
point, poetry, or Mnnd common senaeL*— ^/HiMiiAer'f Otretitor. 



VL 



Beauties of the 
British Dramatists. 



In squsre 8yo, liotdj bound in doth and gold, price 8s., 

THE LOVES OF ROSE PINK AND SKY BLUE, 

AND OTHEB STOBIES TOLD TO OHILDEEN. 

By WnxjAM Fbanodb Golubb, LL.D^ 
Author of * Tales of Old English Life,* etc etc 

Profusely Illustrated with Original humorous Dlustrations on Wood. 

* It Is a deyer book by a derer man. There la a mind in every page, and the 
illnatrationa ahow that the artist appreciates the homour of the aathor.*— ZHxily 
Nem, 

* A ftmeiftil and eoeentrie title for some Tery good fsiry tales told to the litUe 
ones.'— 2*A« Tima. • 

* The prose and Terse stories In flila very handsome Tolume are of a healthy 
kind, and well calculated to compaaa the object for which they hare been written, 
namely, the amnsement of our yonng folk.*— TAs JBsaminer. 

'**The Loves of Rose Pink and Sky Blae, and other Stories told to Children," 
by Dr. W. F. Collier, is one of the most pleasant contribntions to this season's 
llteratore which comes from the far north. It is genial in its purpose, {deasaaft 
in its details, and natural in Its composition.*— vBsg"' Me$»eaffer, 



Second Edition, enlarged, price Sa^ richly bound, 

STORY OF THE KINGS OF JUDAH AND ISRAEL 

T^RimEN FOB OHILDBEK. 

By A. 0. B. 
Illustrated with Full-page Engrayings and Map. 

* We have been much pleased with the "Story of the Kings of Jndah,** which 
will prove a real boon to children, who so often are compelled to puazle their litOe 
brains over the history of the Kings of Jndah and Israel, with the vaguest possible 
idea of what it all means. This little work gives the best and clearest account 
we have ever seen, as adapted to the comprehension of children ; and the author 
is evidently one who has been accustomed to the training of young minds, and 
knows how to meet their dilBeultles.*->Cftiir6JtaMm's Compoition. 



In Small Quarto, Price 10s. 6d., 

EPISODES OF FICTION; 

OR, CHOICE STORIES FROM THE GREAT NOVELISTS. 
QSEttfi idtopairf^kal Inttotrnciums anU fiatts, ttc« 

This work is profusely Illustrated with Original Engrayings by the 
most distinguished Artists. It is beautifully printed at the JSallan- 
TTNE Fbesb on superfine paper, and elegantly bound in cloth and gold. 
The Engraving has been executed by Mx. Bobbbt Patebson, Edin- 
burgh, who is well known for the exoellenoe of his wovk. 



